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KEITH STAGGERED, AS ONE SMITTEN BY A SUDDEN BLOW. 


' MRS. DAWSON’S LODGINGS. 
[A NOVELETTE,) 


with a 


ing that his nephew Keith must not regard 
hie uncle’s fortune, though, 

no, other relation, be might 

The entail on the Anstruther estates ended 
erald. He was perfectly free to leave 


himeelf as bts heir. 


Ico had come to bim unexpectedly from a 


To do Kelth Roseltur jactice, he never hac 
distant cousin, who had been powerless to will 


as Sir Gerald had 
property as he would. 


well have done ao, 


away @ penny of the revenues or income of the 
Sir Gerald, on the contrary, could have be- 


eatates. 


He was seven-and-twenty now—a 


Kelth was a boy at school when hie mother 


accepted her brother's {nvitation to preside over 


hie home, 
handsome, thoughtfal-looking man, with dark 


the fnesane, and no one could have said him nay. 





would | her brother, and a start {a life for her son, even 
to bis | though Gerald prefaced bis Invitation 


yed into 


over their wine, and he had been betra 
pass for- 


ft altogether, my boy, 


well satisfied with 
ht me,” 


nearly as | with Sir G 


wT hood born | hie 
of the dreariness 
to encom 


y 


me of Lady Anstruther ; but there | counted on inheriting 
and I think I’m pre 


T baven’t had any 


it which Is 


schelore, And, 


Kelth, as 


r buyiog a wife, and so you see I kept 


You mother made me very happy while 


fo 
wae alive, 
of you, 
Wh 80D. 


oa 


" T daresay there were plenty of girls who 
have accepted me,” he remarked, simply, 
wasn’t one of ’em would have loved me, I had 


nephew one winter’s night when they sat talking 
speaking of the paet, "that fs, would have ac- 


cepted the na 
no 


when he had | queathed the whole to found an asylam for 


what my sixty years 
this speech 


Bsdnuisi 


some thirteen nd 
pas abd phen ait’ thos 
oT 
thankful for a home with { eyes and clearly-cut, regular features. 
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Kelth was a barrister by profeselon, and had 
been duly called to the Bar, but he was not 
likely to sea any briefs for rome years to come, 
However, as he enjoyed free quarters at his 
uncle's house,and a very iibera! allowance from the 
Baronet to supplement his slender patrimony, bis 
briefiess etate bardly caused bia any eérious in- 
convenience, 

"E made my will yeeterday, Keith,” eaid Sic 
Gerald, slowly, ac though anzious to impress his 

nephew with the importance of the subject. 

expect & great many people thiak you will 
be my heir, but—there were otber claims on 
me F ortunately, the baronetcy becomes extinct, 
ao you won’t be iroubled by a mere empty 
title,” 

Keith looked up thonghtfally. He had been 
told agala and again he would not inherit bis 
uncie’s wealth, and, to do him jastice, he was 
not mercenary, bat he possessed his fall share 
of carfosity. 

He knew Sir Gerald had not another relation 
but bimeelf, and so it did puzzle him a Httle to 





guess what “claime” there S oma possibly be on 
the Baronet, 

He had once ® time besa 2 to the 
nase: of his ee Uy abe a he 
improvident querrell wt 4 

wife, but Sig Gerald's Ist yeondenee seemed 
to to gintradigg aren the Ides. i 

His uncle watched bim: : not 


like the young man’s .* 
§ po right to sink | ivdarealt ogee, 


“ Yon’ 
Keith, nlwsys told your mother my) io 
tentions,”” 


Kelth brought hile hand down on the, table 
with a bang. 

He was acnoyed, not ‘at ‘his uncle's com- 
Saniealial but’ at the . muggention he felt 
aggrieved, 

“If you gare fess § shilling yew: ‘pos- 
sessed, Sir Gerald, I ‘have no right to 
coraplain. I owe you Pao of a kind, pleasant 
home, a good edmestion, and a fair start In 
my profession, | I seaure you I never expected 
more,” 

Sir Gerald fidgeted with hie wine-glaas. 

'¥ should like to bave left you ot I had, I 
should, indeed, Kelih, but you see my word’s 

one, I’ve been thinking over it a lot aly, al 
belleve I see a way by which you may yet reign 
here when I am gone.” 

** You'll live another thirty years yet, I hope, 
sir,” sald Rossitur, cheerfully, " You come of a 
race given to making old bones,” 

“Perhaps! But I'm sixty turned, and it was 
better to see to thlnoge. I should ike to tell you 
all about It Keltb, and why I've left my property 
away from you.” 

Mr. Rossitur put up his hands fn despair. 

**T will listen to anything fo the world, but 
please, uncle, let that subject drop.” 

Ths story wae avery simple one, and it had 
av air of pathos in it, More than twenty years 
before, when Gerald Avstrather was a mere 
clerk at two hundred a year, and working toler- 
ably hard to enjoy that, he had a friend whom 
he loved se a brother. His sister Lucy was 
married, and gone abroad with her husband. He 
was almost alone in the world, and he clung to 
Georges Dagdale with all the tenselty of a heart 
not given to pour itself out in many aff-ctions. 

Mr. Dugdale received the offerof a post abroad, 
and being a married man accepted the chance of 
advancement eagerly. There was a sad parting 
between the friends, and strung up to real 
emotion, Gerald Anstrather took a solemn oath 
that if he died unmarried he would leave all he 
possessed to bis friend’s children, 

Ib was a etrange oath, bat at that time many 
lives stood between him and the Anatruther pro- 
perty. {t wae nob to be expected he could have 
more than a few bundreds-—4tf so much-—to 
leave. George Dagdale had been to him dearer 
than a brother, He was a dreamy, visionary 
man, mach given to gloomy forebodings, and 
had been bewalling in Gerald's Cer the 
poverty which would certainly be bis ch 
jot. He had two already, and o caiva oxveaies. 

He went to America with bis wife and 





Little more than ine year later Mrs. 
wrote to tell Gerald Anstruther of her husband’s 


death, She had never been a favourite with him, | 

and waz quite in Ignorance of his vow, and also 

$8 toe tone et, Pek cod towertsl ab present, 

¢ belonged toa an famii or 
Me kind called © 


lines 
husb: = written on his death-bed, and hin 
wonld be 


Anstrather unfastened the little note penned 
Bove frlend’s hand, It seemed to him almost 

a meseage from the grave, It was very short, 
and very almple, ar oe saying that the little boy 
had died on the voyage out, the baby was born 
dead, so that there was but one child ets on the 
mother’s hands, and for her George Dagdale im- 
plored his friend’ 's care—if ever she came to 
Eogland, would Gerald be kind to her; when 
his own time came to die would he remember hie 
— and try to provide for his godchild’s 


“ "She must be twenty, turned, by this time,” 
aaid Sir Garald, ew, ab hia ‘nephew rather 
helplessly. ‘‘1 declare I never thought how the 
years were running on until I came to make my 
will, and then this plan occurred to me, I really 
think, Keith, it is quite an inspiration.” 

‘You haven’t told me whet it is yet,” ob- 
jected Kelth, who did not quite like ths eagerness 
of his umcle’s tone, 

* Well, yon eee, 1 am bound to leave Geral- 
dine Dugdale (they called her after me) all I 
have, Cameron tried tomake me think the old 
oath was not binding on me, bat——” 

“Of course ft is binding,” sald Kelth, seeing 
the old man _ waited pace platy fig hg x? 

“T was sure so. Well, Keith, 


Cameron snd [th Fn ft fe high time 
cao gland and learned a 
fittle of the ‘ea ath beve 6 Sal He is 


going to il toqabsien: nd he thinks ehe 
may be di:covered in three monthe.” 

*T hope she may.” 

“And, Keith,” went on Sir Peel.» little 
uncomfortably, ‘‘she fs sure to be a nice girl; 
her father was the noblest man I ever met,” 

“And her mother?” 

“Her mother 
Gerald ; “but, ef course, she won't take after 
her. 


" Atter belong ander her ole fnfluence for 
so long, I should think {t probable.” 
i ij pelieve you are trying to annoy me, 

“Not in the least, uncle. Well, in three 
months’ time you think Miss Dogdale may be 
found? I suppose you will install her at once as 
the helress of Anstruther Park!” 

¢ She is quite young, Keith,” sald the baronet, 
speaking very fast, and without a slogle atop, as 
though he were afrald of interruption, ‘ not more 
than two-and-twenty at the most; and,you know, 
iv fs high time you married; and five yeare fe 
just the right aifference between husband and 
wife, You are very dear to me, Keith, I can’t 
bear the idea of your being ® poor man, and this 
plan settles everything.” 

“ What plan, uncle 1” 

Sir Gerald groaned at Kelth’s obtuseness. 

“ Marry Geraldiae Da and you and she 

can relgo together at Anstruther, She must be a 

pe gir), Kelth ; and, really, it’s time yon thought 
about settling.” 

Keith smiled. 

© You have the kindest heart In the world, sir, 
and I'd do a great deal to please you ; but I can’s 
agree to this, even for you.” 

"Why not!” 

Regie thee iret ys he ve byl Lobel and 
I am old-fashioned, I believe In 

" Why shouldn't you fall ~* love with 
Geraldize } 

* Love decitits come to order.” 

“You might try.” 

Keith had hard work not to laugh, his ancle’s 
tone was so disconsolate. 
. .“ Vafortanately I bave a great objection to 
helresses, sir. I could never bring myself to 
marry any woran than myself; and 
I don’t quite like what you tell me of Mrs. 
Dogdale.” 


Ps 


f 


was odfous!” confessed Sir. 





nn Eat oa a b behaving sbomitoabiy 1” mia 

" Very cy eoly the young lady is » 

suggested his gracsless tiephew. wnat raee, 
do such things early fn America,” 

ae twill you u promise me to give the matter your 
carefal conalderation } ” 

Keith shook his head, 

“I can't, My mind fe > medeup The 
hetrees fs quite safe from sanayanee from me, 
1 assure you, afr, I never ed oh your wealth, 
i pose.as ac isjaped rival betare Mise 

a 

Ia vaio Sir Gerala attempted to move h'm, 
The young barrister kept perfectly firm. 

= Sir — who rok years had never had 
a whim ungratified, grew angry. 

He raged and stormed ; finally he ventured so 
far as to reproach Keith for his ingratitade, and 
— past favours _—_ teeth. Gites 

next moment en » for 
Keith Roseltar was desperatel: 

There was no quarrel. He Mrouitiie aim 
out of temper, He only sald that ff his ancle 
could remind +> gieod of his benefits, it was high 
tle wosld inp lodgings tha da 

e move to t very 
and leave Sir Gerald’s house free for its futare 


milstrese, 

Tn vain the baronet expostulated, 

A litule reflection showed Keith hfs resolve, 
thoo h taken inj was really pradert, 

he sooner I leave off g throngh the 
world under falée ces, uncle, the better for 
me, I am afer tan, andi’ time people 
knew {t, I havea a-year of my own, I 
can pine re Soret oe Sra see 
mianage to make both ends meet 

“OF course I shall continue your allowance. 
even if you persist In deserting me,” 

"Tem not deserting you, uncle. I will come 
to you at any time rabengeet Pe i, cy 
way to fight fo the ture, and I think it is time 
I began the battle.” 

soos won't leave to-night?” pleaded Sir 


4 TH atay another week or co, Sir, shall I give 
you a word of advice? In your place I should go 
to America myself.” 

" Good gracious] What for?” 

* Because you are the person most interested, 
No clerk whom Osmeron sent could have the 
matter so much at heart as self, You would 
be able to recognise Mrs, ale, and ¢xplein 
your intentions to Poy and perhaps escort your 
protégée to E 

Sir Gerald ak round his handsome dining- 
—— ve weigh of oa filled with home comforts, 

e gave & regret. 

wT believe you're right, Kelth; and there’s 
another thing. I should ey ag to death 
here without you, and maybe all the world 
would eay we bad quarrelled.” 

“I don’t mind what people say, but if you 
resily think you should miles me that is enother 
argument {fp favour of the Amertcan j 

His advice was taken. There was not the 
slightest suspicion of any breach between Sir 
Gerald and his nephew, 

The baronet went to America very soon 


lodgings, that [t was anything 
scctpecati emaini baie abe Ueiaet Mth Saale’ 


absence. 

** You'd batter come and stay with us till you 
find quartera to enft you,” ng amp genially, ‘I 
can’t tell you, Mr. Rossitur, how concerned I am 
abt your uncle's strange 

ted the eviaiien for a k and 


accep 
said, thoughtfully, speaking of Sir —_ 
“tT csi hese he won't be taken In, You see, Mr, 


t one he meets, aud may bave dozen 

young lsdies claiming ta'be bi. frtend’s child.” 
Well, the tone tke Dagdele will give you ss 
much trouble as s false one. It’s pam pa? ro 
fo a humble rank of life, never 
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still more coquettish fringe curled low on her 
forehead was holding a smelling-bottle to her 
noke. 

* You'll soon be all right now,” said this 
damsel, kindly ; “ bat you've had a narrow es- 
cape. If the gentleman hadn't rushed after 
you, you must have been knocked down.” 

Nina heard later that she had attempted to 
cross the road almost in front of a hansom cab, 
and thata gentleman on seeing her danger had 
rushed to the rescue, and dregged her ifterally 
from under the horse’s hoofs, He had saved 
her life at the risk ofhis own, and now growing 
yer ng at her long faint he had gone cff for a 

octor, 

Nina felt ready to elnk into the earth. She 
was gratefal forall the kindness shown her, but 
how was the doctor te be rewarded ! 

He came in then, an old man, with a kind, 
fatherly face, examined her arm, which had been 
knocked against the shafts of the cab, asked a 
few questions aud then walked off, telling her to 
bathe the arm in cold water, and if etill painfal 
to keep ft in a sling, 

Nina managed some question about payment, 
_ the young lady with the ringlete shook her 

d 


“ He won't think anything abont that,” she 
sald, confidently. ‘‘ Why, he was just passing, 
and ft didn’t take him a minute, If you're weil 
encugh hadn’s I better call the gentleman in? 
You’d like to thank him ?” 

Nina saw a tall, resolute-looking man, with dark 
eyes aud « strangely thoughtfal emile, 

Keith Rossitar thought the girl he had rescued 
trom the jaws of death had the sweetest face he 
had ever seen. He received her simple thanks 
very guletly, telling her he had done nothing to 
deserve them. He had been very much alarmed 
at her long falnt, and now wanted to send for her 
— as he was eure she was not fit to go home 

one, 

‘Oh, Tam quite well now,” said Nino, grate- 
fally, '' and, indeed, I need not trouble you.” 

“It would be no trouble,” 

“Mamma could not come,” explained Nina. 
“ She wonld uot leave the children alone, and she 
could not bring them in this fog.” 

Keith smiled. He was thinking she looked very 
rouch like one of ** the children” herself. 

" Toen you must let me see you home, I am 


_ gure you are not fid te go alone.” 


*T could not trouble you, I ive at Camden- 
town, and It is a long way off. I think I muat 
have los} my way. I was trying to get into the 
Tottenham Coart-road,” 

‘* You must have gone wrong at Charing-cross. 
Bat I am an idle man, I mean I bave nothing to 
do thi's afternoon, so you must really leb me see 
you safely home.” 

Nisa blushed crimeon, 

*' Ts Ib really afcernoon now }” 

To is nearly three o’clock.” 

“Bat io wae only twelve when I was in the 
Strand—and I walked straight here,” 

“You probably went up and down over the 
same road. I> often happens in a fog one walks 
mailles, so to say, in a circle. But if you live in 
Camden-town you need have no scruples about 
accepting my eecort, for 1b happens I have busi- 
ness there, and should have gone to see about ft 
thie morning except for the fog.” 

He had evidently settled the confectioners’ 
claims very much to thelr satisfaction, for the 
young lady with the ringlets sent for a cab and 
saw them into it with a beaming face. 

Nina looked @ little dablous when she saw It, 
and Keith observed with ready tact,— 

“J am a very bad hand at fiading my way, and 
I am sure you are not well enough to act as guide, 
so a cab ie our best plan.” 

'* An omnibus would have done as well.” 

Keith emiled, 

“I don’s like omolbases, so please forget your 
prejadices in thelr favour and share my cab, I 
wonder if you know Camden-town very well, 
Mise Dawson 1” 

Nina wondered how he knew her name, and 
then guessed——which was the case—the mark on 
her handkerchief had betrayed !t, 

“I know ft very well, indeed, I have lived 
there for more than ten years,” 


Is ip nice?” 

Nina hesitated. Personally, she detested Cam- 
den-town ; bat she had been so ye ofa 
always to praise 1t in the interests of the lodgings 
that she did not know what to may. 

“Mamma likes {t very much,” she replied at 
last, bisting om an answer which combined 
sincerity and obedience ; ‘' she says it Is so con- 
venient,” 

“That is what people tell me. I am looking 
out for apartments, and I have been advised to 
go to Camden-town becanse {t is cheap and con- 
venient, But for the fog I shonld have started 
this morning.” 

A red spob came into Nina’s cheeks, -If only 
he had not looked so prosperous, there — 
have been a chance for her mother, bat what 
young man with those clothes would care to in- 
habis Mrs. Dawson's ground floor ? 
might make the attempt; for the sake of all the 
children she must try, only somehow it was very 
difficalt, 

“Do you want very grand rooms!” she asked 
Ook “* because mamma has some to !et, and 
perhsps they might do till you could get better 
ones,” she added hastily as an afterthought, 
ws that even a fortnight’s rent would be a 


Dp. 

Kelth thought when he saw her anxféty that 
even If the rooms were the smallest and dirtiest 
he had ever seen, he must at least look at them 
rather than refuse, She looked a lady, but oh! 
how tremulotisly eager she seemed to fiod a 


lodger. 

*T don’t think I have very grand ideas, Miss 
Dawson,” he sald quietly. “I have lived with 
my uncle for a good many years, but he bas 
gone to America, and so I am obliged to look 
out for asolitary abode, Perhaps you would 
{introduce me to your mother, and see if we could 
come to an arrangement.” 

Nina’s eyes brightened. 

* We would do our best to make you comfort- 
able,” she sald shyly. “The last people stayed 
with us two years; only the house is shabby ; 
it mayn't be like what you have been accustomed 
to. , 


Ib struck Kelth that noaparsmente in Camden. 
town would be like what he had been accustomed 
vo at his uncle’s mansion, but he was very much 
taken with the girl’s aweet face, and he decided if 
her mother was anything like her he might be very 
well off at Stock’s-terrace, 

The cab stopped at the corner, the fog had 

cleared off by this time, and the Terrace was visible 
fn all Its gloomy respectability. Nina would 
gladly have burried on so a to say a word in 
private to her mother, but she could hardly 
request her preserver to walk behind her, and 
so they reached the front door together, Keith 
gave @ loud knock, and then retreated a step or 
two so that Nina might be In front when the 
door opened, 
The opener was a little girl of ten, with a pretty 
childish face and a quantity of curly hair. Keith 
noticed the extreme tidiness of her dress, and 
decided her mother must be very neat. The 
small maiden did not even perceive him, but sald 
ergerly to her sister, — 

“Ob, Nina, where have you been? Mamma fs 
go angry, she’s been almost ra yg 

Keith saw the distressed look on Nina’s face, 
= stepping forward, took the reply upon hia- 
self. 


“Your sister has nearly been killed, but she 
will tell you allaboutthat, Do you think I conld 
see Mrs. Dawson! I have called about the 
apartments.” 

Mrs. Dawson must have been somewhere within 
earshor, for she suddenly » darted a 
withering glance at Nios, and then turned most 
affably to the stranger, Inviting him to step into 
the parlour. 

He had sald to himself he would take the rooms 
if Mrs. Dawson was like Nina. There was nota 
shadow of resemblance between them, and yet after 
five minutes’ consultation he had agreed to become 
the tenant of Mrs, Dawson’s ground floor at a 
weekly rental of five-and-twenty shillinge—theodd 
five shillings being added to the sam usually 








demanded, on account of his prosperous appear- 
ance, 


ae 


Scill she | Mr. 





He would take nothing but his breakfast and 


nay | Pe poe sacar Negi 

e pald a month’s reat {n advance, and told his 
landlady he might stay a year or two if he were 
comfortable, 

No wonder Mrs. Dawson bowed him ont with 
® emiling face, and considered for once ahe was in 
lack's way. 

Bat not a word of gratitude, not even a kindly 
* thank you” did she bestow on the littiedaughter 
who had gained for her this very desirable 


ita, . 

When Mr. Rossltur had she went 
downstaira to the family -room, which 
joined the kitchen, asked for and recelved the 
price of the necklace, and then said sharply,— 

© Come, Nina, iv’s time you bestirred yourself, 
you- can’t alt there doing nothing, like a fine lady | 

. Rossitar’s coming to-morrow, and there’saheap 
hl rai rooms are ready for him to gc 

to.” 


CHAPTER III. 


behave ey oly pos agony ogy 
started on his journey 
hoped to be home again with his destined heiress 
early fo the next year ; but February came and 
went without bringing news of the baronet’s 


retarn. 


He wrote to Keith very often, pleasant rambling 


"— 


letters at figgt, telling all about his travels, bat 
he never came on any clue to Mre. Dagdale, and 
the kind-hearted, {f irascible, old man grew sad 
and was fast coming to the conclusion that hie 
a Dee had 
ne over bo the great majority. 
er You will have your own yes,” sald Mr. 
Cameron to Keith, meeting the young barrister 
one bright March day just after he had received 


a more than uaually hopeless letter from Sir 


Gerald. “It's easy to see Mies Dagdale fe dead. 
Your uncle has been ready to his promise, 
He has behaved, indeed, most q » but 


fate is too strong for him, and you will be master 
of Anstruther after all. By the way, where are 
you staying? Surely you are tired of Camden- 
town by this time?” 


shortly that be was still 


ing, for the lawyer was as sharp as a needle, and 
might have gaessed there was a te attrac: 
tion which kept Keith fatthfal to Camden-towr, 
for the montus of his uncle's absence had been 
memorable ones to Mr. Rosaltar, 

He had been entrusted with a case of some 
difficulty, and won it. How {it came about no 
one quite knew. He was the janior barrister lo 
court, and as such was called on by the jadge to 
defend a woman whose guilt seemed a foregone 
conclusion. 

The poor creature had blue eyes not unlike 
Nina Dawson's, perhaps that accounted for it, 
but Kelth pitied her, and threw himself into ber 
case heart and soul, He got her off, and in the 
optnion of the legal world made his own 

This much was certain, from that day brief 
came fv. Jadges began to speak of Rossitur 
‘*that very promising young map,” and to © 
their wives to send him cards for dinner 


a the like, 
ikoun to all eyes but his own that Keith 
won fortane’s smile, and that he 


HH 


Rossisar 
would soon have a position men twice his age 
might envy. 

And he eliged on ab Stock’s-terrace in the 
two smal! rooms on Mrs. Daweon’s ground floor. 

He put up with the service of the one mald of 
all work. He endured ths constant practising 
of the next-door neighbours, the poverty- 


had ased to such inconveniences all his life, 

ae golden opinions of his landlady, and 

making ber the envy of all lodging-honsekeepers 

in the terrace, and yet no human creature fn the 

me ogee ong on | ig 
nid have gone away ago 

heme of hia own bud for the maguet which bad 
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Jared him to the terrace and kept him there— 
Nina Dawson's blue eyer. 

His infatuation was the stranger because {t bad 
very little tofeed upon. Nina was the prop of 
the house, She ruled the kitchen, did all the 
shopping, taught the children, and was general 
neediewoman to the family, Sometimes for days 
together Keith never even saw her, and Mra. 
Dawson, who was so impressed with her lodger’s 
perfection thao she spared no pains for his com- 
fort, would take messages or go errarde into the 
parlours herself in Betsy’s abeence, so that Mr. 
renee and Nioa never met fn the way of 


e688, 

They lived under the same roof. He was 
head over heels in love with her, and she admired 
him mach as she edmired the knights and heroes 
io her little sisters’ picture-books, bot time 
brought them no nearer each other. 

Keith had c.me to Stock’s-terrace on purpose 
to know Nina, and so after four months in her 
mother’s house they were still stra: and 
might have continued so but for pace that 
“aes early in mp atapey days, 

aweon was to two holidays a-year. 
Where she went uo one knew, but penal 3 oe 
March and September came round, ehe w go 
away, starting early one morning, and returning 
late the following evening. She never breathed 
& word as to her proceedings, never answered a 
question, bat she never missed the half-yearly 
journey. 

She had taken the last shilling in the house 
before now and left the family penniless, but she 

“never failed to go, She always came back look- 
ing sad and tired. For days together after her 
ow she would be given to Irritability and low 
ep'rite, 

Nob one of her daughters could solve the 
mystery, but Nina in her heart belleved these 
baif-yearly excureious were to her father’s grave, 

Mrs, Dawson started jast os usual, leaving 
Nina with many {pjanctions to see after Mr. 
Rossitar’s comfort, bat she had nob been gone an 
hour when the father of the lttle servant came 
round to say that his wife was dying, and Betsy 
must come home at’once. Todo the poor man 
justice he had some thought for Bevsy’s em- 
ployers and volunteered to send an old woman 
round aight and morning to do the rough work 
until Betsy returned, 

Nina had no cholce but to agree ; if she had 
bad the heart to refuse, Batsy could have solved 
the diffisulty by taking French leave, and xo ib 
came about that when Mr, Roesitur’e knock 
sounded, ® whole hour earlier than ueual, the 
cbiidren were out for a walk, and Nina was 
absolutely the only person n the house, 

So they met face to face for the first time 
since he had lived fn her mother’s house, Keith 
and his princess never spoke to each other 
beyond the simple ‘‘ Good-morning,” which had 
been the extent of their intercourse. 

He Mstened to the story of Betay’s absence 
with concealed satisfaction. He really could 
have blessed both her and Mrs. Dawson, since 
thelr being away gave him the loxury of this 
tele 0-téte. : 

“*You will have to be hospitable and-invite 
me to tes, Misa Dawson,” he said, emiling. * You 
don’t auppose I should let you carry that heavy 
tray upstairs? If you attempt such a thivg I 
shail go out for the rest of the evening.” 

Nina hesitated and was lost. Keith came 
dowastalrs to the femily sitting-room, where 
thelr frugal meal was spread, and if it was a 
hambler repast than he had ever shared before, 
he seemed delighted at having gained his way. 

“ You've no idea how dreary it is always to 
have one’s meals alone,” he told Nine, as 
they wafted for the home-comi of the 
childrer, “I often envy you when I hear you 
laughing.” 

Nina smiled. 

" You see the children have such spirits they 
will langh, and now mamma fs away J am afraid 
you will fiod them noley,” 

“Til rick that,” 

He made himself so delightful throughout the 
repast that one of the twine was overheard wish- 
fog her mother would stay away s week and Mr 

come to tea every night, 





They had no thought of secrecy, these little 
girls, and they talked to Keith as readily as he 


Nina, busy about the honse, could nob keep 
watch over their confijences, with the reenlt 
that when the lodger went to bed that night 
he knew all about Mrs, Dawson’s mysterious 
journey, and that Tom wee at ses, but was 
coming home some day to make a home for 
Nica. She was his favourite, though mamma 
did not care for her a bit, 

Kelth wondered tf it was true or only childish 
exeggeration, The next morniog Nina was 
aciwzed by a telegram from her mother saying 
that she was detained and could not be home 
that night, There was no mourning over the 
news, 

Mrs. Dawson was a fond mother but not o 
loving one. The children infinitely preferred 
Nina’s gentle rule to ber mother’s alternate 
storms Of rage and tenderness, — 

It was Saturday, and Keith coming home early 
was met by the twins with the news. He then 
and there told the little girls he would take them 
to the Zr0logical Gardens, 

He had made the offer to the children, and 
Nina’s scrvples were sllenced by their tumultuous 
delight. In vain she protested it was too far, 
and there were eo many of them. 

Keith overruled all her objections, and ended 
by reappearing with a roomy waggonette, into 
which the whole party were comfortably packed, 

His good nature was far less disinterested than 
the children believed. The two helpless ones 
had been left at home in the charwoman's care, 
The other four were quite old enovgh to require 
very little su 

Kelth produced half-a-crown to be expended In 
rides on the elephant, and from that moment he 
and Nina were as much deserted as though they 
had come to the jens alone, 

"You really ld not be so us, Mr, 
Rossltur,” sald Nina, reprovingly, "you should 
think of yourself.” - 

“I do,” ssid Kelth, emphatieally, “I am 
enjoying myself enormously, Mies Dawson. You 
can’t think the good It does me to hear a friendly 
voice again.” 

He heard plenty in London every day, but 
perhaps he forgot that, Nina was touched at 
once. 

“ You must miss your uncle very much. How 
is he getting on in America?” 

To Nina it was a foregone concinsion that the 
old gentleman’s voyage had been to seek bis 
fortune. That he bad sailed for the New World 
solely to find an helress was quite beyond her 
suspicions, 

Kelth read her character aright. He felt there 
was nothing mercenary or scheming about her, 
and that all her sympathies would be with mis- 
fortune, and so he basely began to make use of 
thie conviction, and trade upon her pity, 

“No, poor old man. His last letters are moat 


Nina looked at him reprovingly, 

"You can’s be very poor,” sbe said, gravely, 
“ Sarely by an effort you could have provided for 
your poor old uncle instead of letting him go ous 
to America at his time of life.” 

Here was a complication. Keith did nod relish 
being looked upon as a monster of selfishness, 
and yet from Nina’s point of view he seemed 


“ My uncle is a wonderfal man, Mise Dawson |” 
he , almost eolemnly. “ When he has once 
heart upon a thing there fs no turning 
him from {t. I wonld share my last crust with 
him, but it wouldn’t be necessary. While he 
was in England he bed ample for ail his wants, 
and the moment he comes back he can have his 


} 


bis heart if he had not gone, I tell him when- 
ever I write he’d better come home, but It’s no 
use,” 

“Tels very kind of his employers to keep his 
place open for him,” said Nina, thoughtfally, 
"but he must be a very obstinate old map,” 





“He is; but he bas the bess beard in the 
world, When he comes back I should like you 
to know bim.” 

Niva shook her head, 

“I don't expect you will be fo Stock’s-terrace 
loug.” ‘ 

‘Why not?” 

The girl hesitated. 

‘Because you will ‘get on.’ I thought when 
you first came you were far too grand for our 
poor little rooms, sud soon you will think eo 
too,” 

“T don’s feel ‘grand!’” sald Keith, ‘Of 
course I am ‘getting on,’ and I am giad of 1b ; but 
that’s no reason I should leave your mother’s 
house.” 

Nina shook her head, 

“Bub our lodgers always do leave when they 
get on, They did years ago when all the farniture 
was new, and now ! fs old and shabby.” 

“Your mother must have had a hard struggle 
since your father died.” 

“Yes; and it has changed herso, She wae 
so bright and pretty before ther, and he loved 
her se.” : 

" Was It very sudden 1” 

“T don’t know.” 

"You were too much of a child to remem. 
ber #” 

‘*T was twelve years old! They sent us away, 
me and Tom, and it was three months before we 
came home again ; then—he was gone!” 

“ Poor child!” 

“My mother never spoke of him. She never 
wore a widow's cap or gob black frocks for ma. 
Some people would have thought her unfeelfpg, 
perhaps, but I didn’t, I seemed to know her 
heart was just broken.” 

“She had you left *” 

“T think she jast kept alive for the sake of the 


children, but she changed terribly, She had 
always been fond of me till then.’’ 

* And Isn’t she now ?” 

Nina raised her eyes to his face. They were 


fall of tears, 

“TI ought not to tell you, Mr Rossitar, but ib 
‘has so puzzled me; and you, who are a man, and 
know the world, might understand ib, thongh I 
cannot, From the time we came home to find 
papa dead my mother has seemed a!mosat to hate 

” 


*'She couldn’b,” said Kelth, impaleively, 

“To is ten years ago now, and she has never 
changed. In all that time she bas never given me 
one loving word, She has tried even to estrange 
the children from me.” 

Kelth looked bewlidered. 


“Did Mr. Dawson die of sny inicciidus 
disease |” 
‘IT don’bkuow, Why i” 


"Ie would be glaringly unjusb, of course, but 
if he died of any disorder caught from you fo 
would a little explain her condact,” 

Niva shook her head. 

"T never had a day’e illness in my life,” 

“Then it is an enigma to me. Have you no 
relations, no friends who could remonstrate with 
your mother ?” 

"T don’t want anyone to do that. No, we 
have no relationry. We had ove friend, She 
came to fetch us home when father died. Tom 
and I called her the ‘kind old lady.” Sho was 
very pretty, and wore silke and velvets, I 
don’t think mamma liked her, but she was very 
kind,” 

*' A neighbour perhaps?” 

“I don’t know. She cried when she told ue 
papa was dead. We had never seen her before. 
Then when she took as home she led me up to 
mamma and sald I at least would be a comfort to 
her, bub mamma pushed me away and took Tom's 
hand. Ib has been so ever alnce,” 

" And the kind old lady 1” 

*' She furnished this house for os and brought 
us here. I think she pald my school bills and got 
Tom to a ship, She used to send us presents 
very often, but she never came to see ur, and she 

been dead now some time,” 

** What was her name?” 

“T never heard.” 

"Your mother seems fond of secrecy |” 

Yes. I am twenty-two now, and J could 
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understand her tronbles if she would only trust’ 


me, but she always keeps me at. arm’sa length, 
Somotimes I think I will go away and pss 
forpane, but the children could never spare me 
alll Alfee fs grown mp, and she {fs only twelve, 

xs aye otice: banghadd ge! es 

“Yes. Ib is strange, isn’t it} Mother has 
one her best to prevent it, but they will cling 
to i: re 4 

“They are none of them like you. I sa 
you take after your father t”’ . 7" 

‘Qh, mo, Alfce fe the {mage of papa.” 

Allce had jet-black hafr and large black eyes. 
A pretty child, but with a peocallar expresion 
Kelth did not qaite like. Her eyes gleamed 
sometimes with almost ferocious brightness. The 
best-hearted of children by nature, yet er A one 
fo the house feared Alice when ber face one 
particular look, 

The rides on the elephant came to an end at 
last, Nina collected her flock and took them 
homes. The charwoman had only prepared one 
tea, apd Keith sat. down. with the Dawsons as 6 
matter ofcourse, He also diaed with them the 
mext day, and by the time his landlady came 
— he was quite intimate with the whole 

amily, 

Mis, Dawson did not retarn till the 
Thursday, and then there was a white, set 
= gam on her face which touched Keith's 

ear 

H did not likeher. Indeed, there was some- 
thing about her which repelled him strangely, 
but he felt sorry for her. He was certain she 
had keown bitter sorrow, and that there was a 
secre) fo her life, 

Be found himself wonderipg very anxlously 
what the secret could be. Poor Kelth oceupled 
bis thoughts a good deal with Mra, Dawson's 
offatra, for those few days of intercourse had only 
etrengthened his folly—if folly it was—and the 
young berrleter, with wealth and fame before 
ini; the man who might have aspired bo a judge's 
doughter, had lost his heart once and for always 
to Nios Dawson, and had qafte made up his 
eee Wo, Ry See a a & bachelor all his 

ays, 

He was very mach fn love. He thought Nins 
the aweetest, truest girl he had ever met, but yeb 
he was nob in the least blinded to the drawbacks 
of the connection. He felt there was 
about Mrs, Dawson he could not fathom and 
should never like, He feared there was a dark 
aeored in her past life, but for all that he never 
hesitated, {f only he could win Nina’s love he 
would marry her and treat her mother as 
his awn, é 

He thought his difficulties lay with Nina, He 
belleved a hundred oreo a year paid to Mrs, 
Dawson would amply console her for the loss of 
the daughter she did not appreciate. That his 
laudiady would be the person to ralse objections 
to hie sult never once occurred to him. 

She had come back grave and more subdued 
than he had everseen her. She seemed to take 
no interest whatever fn anything around her, and 
to leave house and children entirely to Nina. The 
spring was coming on now, and the evenings 
were light aud plessant. Nina and her sisters 
began to take country walke (if the most rural 
outskirts of Oamden-town deserve thet name) 
and {i came abont quite naturally that Kelth 
met them and joined ia the expeditions. Never 
® more honorable wooer than the young barrister. 
Ee never eald a word on these occasions that the 
most vigorous of chaparons could have objected 
tor His one alm seemed to be Nina's enjoyment, 
and ff he led her tolook forward to his soclety 
with pleasure, to meet bim gladly and to part 
from him with t, who can blame him, since 
he was only wal for the lenses hope of her 
consent to ask her to be his wife. Gloomy mother, 
mysterious history, and friendless state—he was 
wilifog to overlook all these drawbacke if only 
Nina would accep» his name. 

It, came at last, 4 lovely June eveniog, when 
he mot Nine retarnivg fromsome errand for her 
mother. Fora wonder she was quite alone, nob 
even the twine were with her, Kelth felt his 
opportanity was come, and telling Nina he 
wanted her adviceupon a very Important subject, 
he persuaded her to leave the High-street, 


with {ts din of omoibus, and tramway and go 
home with him through quiet side streste where 
they could talk as uninterruptedly asin  fashion- 
able boudofr, 


“ Yoo have heard from your uncle, and there 
is good news at last,” said Nina, quickly, ‘Iam 
eS es ee ae you ‘look so 

4,”” 

"T have not heard from my unele, and my 
cheerfulness Is selfish,” sald Keith, And he went 
on 60 tell her how his first book was accepted by a 
firm of eminent publishers on such liberal terms 
as he had never dared to hope for, Besides an 
intimation, they were disposed to consider any- 
thing else from his pen ; he bad a hundred a year 
of his own, and he was now justified In counting 
his professional incoms from all sources (he never 


hundred a year. He was tired of being alone ; 
he lenged for a house of his own; did not Nina 
think his means were eufficlent to warrant him in 


one f 
Nina smiled half sadly. 
“Did I not tell you you would soon be leaving 
Spock’s terrace t”’ she asked quietly, 
ip gs nay om ne 
with me, Nina, my Rg. Don’ 
20% understand ¢ Thane learned to hold you 
dearer than sught elee on earth. I have only 
kept atlence hitherto becauss I so feared a rejec- 
tion, Nina ; the home I want is one that you would 
share, Dear, won’s you trust yourself to me 
and to be my wife!" 
Et ceoemtibli U skull lov 1” asked 
Cas @ you 
Kaith, half impatiently, “Can I see you day 
after day and not long to call you my own, and 
do what heart and strength can to save you 
from troub!e? Nina, you have not seen mach of 
me; but, my darling, you have seen enough to 


Tae tears stood in her eyes, 

“ Bat you will be rich and great,” she whispered. 
“You ought to marry some fine lady, and I am 
only Nina.” 

“© 1 want only Nina,” sald Keith, paselonately. 
“Dear, don'’» keep me in suspense, Tell me 
plainly, do you think you could ever learn to love 
me 1’ 

“No,” sald Nina, quietly," I could never 
learn that, because I love you now! I could not 
help it, you were so kind to me, From the first 
hour of our meeting you seemed to seek my hap- 
piness, and take care of meas no one had ever 
done before.” 

‘Then you will make me happy, Nias? You 
will let me teli Mre. Dawson you are going to be 


my wife!” 


Nios started as one aroused from some happy 


dresm, 

She tried to take away the hand that rested on 
Keith’s arm, 

** How selfish I am! I forgot about the 
children. Manama could never spare me.” 

‘ST have thought of that, dear. I grant we 
could not go away and be happy, leaving them 
ancared for; but I think, if we make up our 
minds, we can live very quietly ourselves, and 
then I migh» allow your mother a hundred a year 
or 80 to help her to make both ends meet.” 

Nina shook her head. 

“You ought mot take euch s burden on 


ou. 
at Child, don’t you understand } Nothing can 
be a barden to meso longus! have you. I[b is 
the thought of losing you would trouble me, all 
else I can bear. If I jadge you rightly, dear, you 
won't mind beginning life rather humbly, so that 
we may try to make things smooth for those you 
leave. w 

* Keith, I think you are the most generous man 
I ever met!” 

*' May you ever think so, darling, Aad now, 
tell me, lf speak to Mca, Dawson to-n'ght? 
Is she at home t” 





“She Is ab home, Koelth, I cannot tell what 


x 





since she was away that time in March. 

“ Bo ensy, Nina ; I don’t think Mrs, Dawson 
dislikes me . She has never known how 
to value you, and so have least compunction fa 


you away. 

“ Bat if che should refuse ?”” 

“Then, Nina, I must—forgive my speaking 
plainly, dear—try to buy her consent. I believe 
she only values you because you are of use to her. 
If I enable her to oy a substitute to do the 

these little hands have done so willingly, I 
15 


i 
g 
4 
g 
: 


evening she promised him. — 


CHAPTER IV, 


Kerra went in first. Nios had still her errand 
to accomplish, and perhaps both the lovers felt ft 
better for Mrs. Dawson to hear of the engagement 
from her fatare son-lo-law before she met them 
together, 

Keith congratulated himvelf he was alone wher 
his landlady herself the door. He wa 
not a coward; he had faced many a danger in 
youth, but he did shrink with a strange reinctance 
from his interview with Nina’s mother. 

“To-speak to me,” said Mre, Dawson as she 
heard his request, and followed him Into the 
pariour, “Of course you can, bus I know pretty 
well se coming, Mr. Rossitur, you are going 
awa’ 

Poor Kelth! How he got ft ont he never 
knew, pag dl Ae adhe 3 en of 
hie hopes, and begged for her consent to his marry- 
fog her eldest daughter. 

He said he was gottlog on, and Ifkely before 
long to have awple means ; even now he was able 
to make a comfortable home for Nioa, and to—!f 
she would allow {t—belp her mother, 

Mrs. Dawson Ustened in perfect silence, her 
features never moved a muscle, She waited anti! 
he had qalte finished, and then she sald as quiecly 
and composedly as though she had not beer 
crushing his dearest _ 


“Tam very sorry to bear thir, Mr, Rossitar. 
You area gentleman, You would have been ® 
son-in-law after my own heart, bat it is quite 
impossible |” 

elth 
ath to think differ- 


Dawaon, sharply. ‘'If you were worth your 
weight io gold, slr, my answer would be the 
same!" 


Kelth felt indignant, He knew he was far 
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of her usefulneas, 


He 

kuew also that she only valued Nina for the sake 

"I thiak I have a right your 
y 


kindest, most considerate lodger I ever bad, but 
I do not intend Nina to marry at all)” 
“ With her face I don’s think you would have 


shadow fall on my 
children’s lives. I is for thelr eakes I have kept 
the secret, for their sakes I will spend my life 
in trying to keep {t still,” 

Again she spoke of “her children” as though 
(na were not one of them, but Rossitur never 


heeded this. 

“Tpromise you, falthfally, Mrs. Dawson, I 
will keep it from your younger daughters, and 
from any one who knows you,” 

“When you came here you thought I was a 
widow, did not you }” 

“T thiok so still,” 

“Tama widow now,” she sald, slowly, " but 
when you came here I was a wife, a much- 
sfiicted, heavily-troubled wife. For ten long 
SS has been lost to view; when 

went away for that week in March I was sum- 
moned to his death-bed. He died in the place 
where he had been confined for ten long yeara—a 
lunatic asylam. Now do you understand 1” 

Keith staggered against the wall as one amitten 
by a «adden blow. 


* You see,” went on Mrs. Daweon, in a kloder 
tone, "why I can’t let Nina marry you, why 
with my consent she shall never marry anyone, 
Her father’s curse {s tn her blood, The blow 
may fallon her ab any moment.” 

For two minutes there was afilence, then Kelth 
had nerved himself for the worst, 

"D> you mean the disease is hereditary in 
your husband's family 1” 

‘Ido. His mother and her mother before her 
died insane. He was the only child of a rich man's 


A 


poor Charlie's marrisge. He- wanted him to be 
a bachelor, and so~-as ha put ib—the curse 


out, 

“All through my married life the Dawsons 
took no notice of me, bat when the blow came 
and—my husband had to be pat away, I wrote 
to them, and his step-siater came to see me, 

‘She was very kind, but I did not take to 


‘| tw Mees Dowon' 





calamity that had come to him, bat the 
sina part of it was that he did not belleve 


o 
He had always t hi there was a secret 
Me ute, ie had always felt ic 
concerned her husband. She had spoken to him 
eagerly, with teara in her eyes even, as she men- 
t " Charlie's" fate, Nina’s own confidences 
about her mother’s half-yearly absences, about 
the “kind old lady” who came to them at the 
time of her father’s loss, even the fact of her 
‘mother buying them no black frocks and herself 
wearing no widow's cap, all these things con- 
‘firmed Mrs, Dawson’s story, and yet he did not 
believe the reason she gave was her true ove for 
parting him and Nina. 

He did not like hie landlady, He never had 
Iiked her, and he had no very high oplalon of 
her seuse of honour. She cared—he knew— 
nothiog for Nins. Why should she care more 
for him? He had offered to allow her.a hundred 
a-year from his wedding day, and she had refused 
on ‘* conacientious” scruples, 

Mr, Roseltur did nou belfeve one bit in these 
ecrup'es, He began to wonder whether the 
wealthy brother-ia-law she alladed to bad offered 
her a handsome bribe to keep her girls un- 
married, but dismissed the idea because they 
were all living in the greatest poverty when he 
first ae to Stock’s-terrace, which quite dis- 
proved fb, 

He vat thinking -over his fatare till his very 
brain ached, and at las) he decided two things, 
He would not believe Mra. Dawson's story until 
it had been covfiemed by some other person, 
and even then he would not give up Nine 
unless a high medical authority told him there 
was danger of her inheriting her father’s 


malady. 
| emo had once thought of stadying medicine 
vead of law, and he had picked up more than 
‘a smattering of the sclenca. 

He kuew that Nttle Alice Dawson possessed 
every sign of the constitution likely to develop 
the seeds of insanity, Already her fits of pas- 
sion were terrible. to witness, She was—Nina 
bad sald—her father’s image, but Nina herself 
was quite a different typs. The absolute quiet 
and rep vee of her disposition, her clear thought- 
ful eyes, her patience and equable spirits and 
calm ‘manner were all totally opposed to the 
eigns of madness. 

He remembered her tnanocent story of how 
the namelers friend whom Nina called the '' kind 
old lady” had led the girl to her mother saying, 
" ghe at least will eom you,” and he built a 
—— for bimeelt that Nina was far from the 

ow 

He knew in families sffl’cted with dementia 
there were often two or three sane membere. 
He had heard of cases where the colour of the 
eyes or the sheps of the forehead had been the 
sign of the children's fature, and had even met 
mothers who had proved this among their own 
facallies, 

Now Nina’s eyes were biue—binue se the 
sapphire itself, and oll her little slaters had black 
eyes with rather prominent puplis. - 

Oaly granted he was right—granted that 
Nina would be safe from the family scourge, 
why had her mother told him of is 1 Why had 
a nearly penullese woman at one stroke refused a 
husband for her daughter and a good addition to 
her income } 

Ib bewildered him, and he longed for some 
other opinion on ft, bub who was he to ask? Mr, 
Cameron would have taken an adverse view to 
save hie client at any cost from what he deemed 
a mésalliance. Uncle Gerald was far away, and 
though. Keith had heaps of friende there was 
not one latimete enough and trusted enough bo 
be hie confidant, 

Keith's first act was to write to Nina. Ib was 
difficult enough to send his letter, but fortu- 
nately the little mald-servant was devoted to her 
young mistress, and though Mr, Rossitur bated 
such ® means of communication, he saw no other 
way. So giving Betsy half-s-crown and hie note 
he told her to give it to Nina when she was 
alone, ' 

The household dradge earned her money, and 





Niva, who had wondered much at hearing nothb- 





fog from her mother, guessed at. once from the 
little missive that things were golng wrong, for 
brief os it was {> had nob a hopefal ring. 


“T must see you and alone, Will you meat 
he Marble Arch at five o'clock to-n!pht.—« 


Nina said nothing to her motheft. Perhaps she 
felt it was a crisis in her Iife, and she must take 
her own way. 

When Betsy put the tea on the table, and was 
sent to call the eldeat Mies Dawson, she could not 
find her, and at that very moment Nina and her 
lover bad seated thomeelves on a bench in Hyde 
Park, as far aa possible from the fashionable 
crowd, and the girl, looking snxlously up inte 
Kelth’s fece, enld, sadly,— 

"Tam sureyou bave seen mamma, and that 
she would not listen.” 

Kealth felt more certain than ever there was 
something false about Mra. Dawson's story ao» 
he glanced into Nina’s beantiful eyes; hie volce 
was very grave and thorghtful as he anawered 


er, 

** Your mother refused her consent absolutely, 
She sald she would nob let -you marry me if I 
were worth my weight in gold, Nina, my dari. 
ing, do not tremble so, I want you to be brave 
and hopeful for wy sake,” 

“T can bear anything for you, Keith.; Do you 
know I felt you bad spoken to mamma, She 
has been s0 ory = wi day. She hae hardly 
spoken at all, bat hae done nothing but write 
letters,” 

'€T did nob think she had « large correspon- 
dence }” 

“She has not, Keltb, do you think [b was 
wrovg of me? I could not help eceing the 
address of two of her letters. One was to Sir 
Eiward Dawson. It did seem so odd. We are 
ao poor aud struggling I can’t bolileve there Is a 
baronet fn our family.” 

Is came on Ketth Iike a revelation that he Rad 
& case now on hand In which his clfleat wae Sir 
Edward Dawson, Of course he had remorked 
the name was the eame as his Jandiady’s, but he 
bad never given the coincidence a second thorght, 

Daweons were nearly ae common as Smiths, 
Now bis heart gave a great bound. Sir Edward 
wae a soldicr of old family and large means, thas 
far auewerlog exactly to the description given by 
his lamdlady of her husband's atep- brother, 

Also be was a man of fotense trathfalnecs and 

eat generosity, Keith felt that however pain- 
fal it might be to himself Sir Edward would 
auswer his questions and answer them truly. 

‘*Nina, I want you to think very carefully and 
try to tell me, : Did the differencs Mre. Dawacn 
has always made between you and the little onen 
exist in your father’s lifetime!” 

Nina looked puzzled, 

** Not so much,” ehe said, slowly; ‘bab I 
think mamma never loved mo #6 much as the 
little ones, I was papa’s favourite always,” 

** Aad where did you live first!” 

Nina shook her head, 

“J have no idea, I don’t think if was in 
Eogiand, because [ can jact remember a big 
ship, and papa holding me vp to see the sailora 
climb the rigging.” 

“What did your father do for a profeasion? 
Try and recollect what he was, Ninai” 

Bat here Nina’s memory failed. She could not 
tell. She wascertain that they were better off 
—much better off. Sometimes mouey was plen- 
tital, and her father would bring home presente 
for them all. Ab others her mother wonld look 
troubled ; he was very gay and cheerfal, except 
sometimes he would get exclted—jast like 
Altes. 

“' Nina, do you think you are brave enough not 
to fret or bs frightened {f I tell you what your 
mother said was her objection to our marripge, 
dear? If you wore different I should not dare 
to tell you, but I thiok there should be no cacrets 
between us,” 

"tI would rather know, Keltb.” 

f§o he told her, softening. in bis love, the news 
ae moch as possible, and Nina listened, her faco 

sad and pale. 

“(I fe very terrible,” she sald, slowly, “ bub 
Kelth, I think {t fe true. It explains so much 
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that bse puzz'ed me, and of course mamma is 
right—-we must part.” 

“Nine, I will never give you up unless it fs 
proved to me beyond a doubt that there fs a 
chance of your Inheriting that fearfal cares, I 
don’t believe it. I thick—Heaven forgive ms ff 
I wrong her—your mother has lavented the 
excuse as @ plea for parting us.” 

“ She conld not be so cruel.” 

a held the Httle hand tenderly In both 
e 

“Nina, promise me you will be trae to me. 
You won't let yourself be frightened Into giving 
meup. I shall go to eee Sir Edward Dawson ; 
if he says your father really was Ineane you must 
atfll promise me to trust me, My uncle hat a 
friend whose name fs famous throughout the 
world as an euthority on insanity. If Sir Edward 
confirms your mother’s statement, will you let 
me tell our story to D:, Laver and abide by his 
decision ?” 

“Tt seems wrongiog you, Keith.” 

“ My darling, {t would be wronging me to for- 
sake me without cause, Nina, I do not want to 
blame your mother, bat I cannot feel that she fs 
treating us fairly. I seem to know she hes a 
seoret reason for wishing to part us.” 

They sat on together a iittle , Bn agony 
in both thelr hearts, The world so fair 
on that bright summer éveniog It only they 
might go through life . They loved each 
other desply, devotedly, and yeb {t seemed well 
nigh certain they must 


Io was no {dle fancy, no mere Keith 
Roseltur had seen many a more tital 
woman, had known meny fer more fascinating, 
but he had kept heart-whole fo spite of all until 
he was made captive by one glance of Nina’s bine 


eyes. 

He had saved her life, remember, so he had 
some claim on her ; then, too, he had seen her in 
ber bome ; he knew her worth, knew that among 
all the troubles of poverty she was ever brave 
and patient. 

He hed glorted in his success only for her dear 
sake. Ho had been eo glad to thiok he conld 
find her a happy bome, and even, so to say, buy 
her release from her sordid round of duties at 
Stock's-terrace, 

There was no one to consult on hisalde, Sir 
Gerald Anstruther, if he could not succeed in his 
pet scheme by marrying his nephew to Geraldine 
Da » would not mind fn the least whom 
Keith chose, 

Indeed there was enc romanes left in the 
kind old man, in spite of his alxty years, for him 
to delight in a genufne love match. 

And yet they must be parted, Nina felt a ead 
conviction her mother’s tale was true, Kelth 
fought sgalnst the inetinct which told him {t 
was probable, He believed if wirat came to 
worst his friend, Dr. Laver, would declare Nina’s 
fatare free from her father’s doom, but he knew 
in his own heart that if this last hope falled he 
must give way, 

He had seen something during his stay in 
Stock'e-terrace of Alice Dawson's occasional fits 
of pore ; not even to cal! Nina his own would he 
tisk such an {inheritance as he felt was hers for 
his future children, 

S> it was not to be wondered at that there 
was 8 sadness nelther could shake off abou the 
interview, : 

“Keith,” sald Nina, gently, “when do you 
suppose we shall know the truth!” 

IT mean to go to Sir Eiward to-morrow, dear. 
I do not believe he'will refase me any foformation 


in hig power.” 


“ And then ?" 

“If It be as IT hope, I shall epeak to your 
mother once again, Should she persist in her 
refusal, Nine, [ think we had better be married 
ab once. After telling such a cruel falsehood 
to try to part us she will deserve no con- 
si leration.” 

"Bat if tt is true, Keith!” 

**T shall go and talk tu Livar, and then I must 
ark you to let ms take you to him. Yon will 
not mind, Nina, he fs such a klad old man—and 
it fs for my sake,” 

‘ She would not have minded anything for 

im. . 


“ Kelth,” the said, , “it the worst 
happens, ~ rs have to leave Stock's-terracs,”’ 
ast It” 


** Yes,” sald Nina, bravely. ‘‘If you have to 
forget me, you must go away; if Dr, Lywer's 
opinion fs against us, dear, you must never see 
oe you as though 

were Nag 


loving’ 
‘Child, do you think any kindred, any friends, 
can make up to me for losing you! Nina, tf 
have to give you up, nothing else matter 


CHAPTER V., AND LAST. 


Six Epwarp Dawson was jast a little surprised 
when Mr, Rosslvar’s card was brought to him. 
He had seen his solicitors only that morning, and 
they had not ond yn oe that — 
young barrister eng»; forthcoming law- 
sult would call upon him. 

The Baronet had seen Keith R ssftar a week 
ago, and taken a great fancy to him. Tae 


hardly a case to excite much controversy, 
farmer, who was one of Sir Edward's tenants, had 
built a chapel on hfe land, a hideous fron con- 
struction, which, belong movable, he could take 
away with him when his lease expired, or set up 
bodily now at some other go 

Sir Eiward contended his consent had never 
been applied to for its erection, He was a staunch 
Churchman and hated the hideous building. 
Moreover, his dignity as a landlord was injured. 
Mr, Dobbs contended he could do as he liked, so 
long as he paid his rent, The chapel was used 
for ee at of ¢ very pecullar character, 
being, In a new departure altogether, and 
boasting a brass band and other attractions, The 
neighbours objected as much as their landlord, 
so Sir Edward could — the depreciation of 


fought oub to the bitter end. Bat atill there 
was nothing fn ite mature to necessitate a call 
from Sir Edward's advocate at his private 
reeidence. : 

‘“Why, what's happened, Mr. R waltar?” ex- 
claimed the Baronet. “My man says you called 
this morning while I was out. Have you dis- 
covered any fresh evidence?” 

“Str Edward, I must plead selfishness In my 
errand, I have coms to you on private business ; 
buat one eo all-important to myself I venture to 
hope you will spare me a few minutes,” 

** My dear eir, I'll spare you the whole after- 
noon if you like, My time ds not so valuable now 
I have retired from the service; but how I 
posstbly can be of ase to you I can’t guess.” 

“You will pardon me if I intrade on any 

te grief,” said Keith, simply ; '* bat, indeed, 
know of no one but yourself who could solve my 
doubts,” . 

* Only say how I can help you,”’ returned the 
Baronet, “and I will do my best, I promise 
ou.’ . 
“Ta it true, Sir Eiward, ‘that you had a half 
brother who died this year Insane 1” 

Sir E iward started. 

‘* Then thab explains the extraordinary letter I 
received this morning! I cannot imagine your 
object fa asking me the question, Mr, Rossitur.; 
bat I must confirm Mra, Coarles Dawson's story. 


Her hasband wae my half-brother, and for the 





last ten years of his life he was in ao lunatic 


ac 


cane aartgomatcy stg ip gran Suge 


‘ 


asylum. Good gracious, what's the matter? It 
can’t matter to you, surely |” ‘ 

Kelsh Rossiter had grown se white a» marble, 
His hands trembled Ikea woman's. Tae kind- 
hearted baronet was shocked. 

“T would never have told you so hurriedly 
had I you would feel it so mach ; but [ 
can't for the life of me understand how poor 
Charles’ fate can trouble you. You had better 
read his wite’s—bis widow’s—letter. I> came 
thie morning.’ 

Tp was very short and very simple, bat {ts 
perusal —_, strengthened Keith's prejadice 

jaweop. 


against Mre. 
“Dsark Sm, 
“ Although you bave refused to have any- 
Rt eS Oe oe nee oon et , 


hardly refase an act of jastice. 
the subject will you comfirm my statement that i 
am the widow of your step-brother who died a 
lanatic.—Yours obediently, 

“M. Dawson.” 


“T don’t understand,” sald Keith, slowly. 


wi 
“Oaly this,” was the sad reply, “I am 
engaged to his daughter, and I shall love her all 
my life 1” 


sharply. 

‘*She must be amere child! Besides I have 
heard—I think my sister who befriended the 
whole family told me—that the eldest girl was 
half-witted.” 

) “That te Marton,” returned Keith, quietiy, 
‘Sghe is sixveen. My fancce ta the eldest of the 
whole family, She is turned twenty-two |” 

Sir Edward looked bewildered. 

** Are you sure }” 

‘*Tam positive. Se was twelve years old— 
ehe tells me—when she lost her father.” 

“Then, Mr. Rossitur, she fs not my step- 
brother's daughter, and therefore bis sanity can 
matter nothing to you. At the time of his death 
poor Charles was ander forty, and it ts barely 
eighteen years eince he made his disastrous 


Keith stared at him in dumb surprise; but 
there was no mistaking the look of Intense rellet 
on bis face. 

“I will tell you the whole story,” sald Sir 
Edward, kindly, ‘and see if it explains things to 

a.” . 


‘In extreme old age my father married as his 
second wife a beautifal She died soon 
after the birth of her only child, but not before 
she had shown signs of insanity, and my father 
discovered the malady was hereditary in the 
family, for as long as people could trace back 
there had been at least one insane person in each 


“T can confess to you it was a fearful blow to 
my father’s pride, By his wiil,he lefo a liberal 
for the eon of his old age on the con- 

dition that he never married, 

** We all loved Charles In spite of the doom that 
hang over him. He was, 1 thiok, the most fas- 
clnating creatare I ever met. He was bred to no 

3 but music was his hobby. He could 
always have made a living by bie voice. He was, 
I think, eighteen, perhaps ninadeen, when he went 
to Ireland on a long tour. k 

“ The months , and we all wondered why 
he Mogered, At lest the truth burst op ur, 
Unknown to any of lils friends, he bad married a 
widow whom he met during his wanderings. 
With the cunning fnherent in those subject to 
dementia, he had kept his secret hidden till he 
came of age, and ft was too late to quash the 
marriage. 

‘'He supported his wife out of the liberal 
allowance made him as a bachelor, The truth 


brother—I was not Sir Edward then—grew 
alarmed at the lad’s sflence, and went to Ktllarney 
to hut him up. 





“ Charlie was then barely twenty-two. Fils 


might never have been discovered, but my eldest . 
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wife was & very pretty woman, several years hie 
senior, and there were already two or three 
children. ; 

“T was abroad at the time, and did not 
all particulars, bus I can prove to you that les 
was only tbirty-eight thie January, and that he 
lived entirely with bie relations down to the period 
of his going to Ireland eighteen years ago. 

“ His eldest child, therefore, could not be much 
over seventeen. If I had been in England and 
the head of the family I should have acted differ- 
ently. My brother Andrew was an intensely 
proud man ; he refused to the woman 
Charles had married, and acting on the power 
given him by our father’s will, out off his allow- 


ance. 

“ And then!” 

‘Then comes a gap in the history. I can tell 
you nothing more until ten years ago my aister, 
Miss Dawson, received an agonized letter from 
Mrs. Charles; the malady bad declared itseif ! 
Her husband was hopelessly insane, what was she 
to do} Lucy was a good woman, She placed 
Coarles fn an asylam and paid a yearly sum for 
his support. She“helped his wife and children 
liberally, 

‘* When I came home to England shortly before 
her death, I took, of course, the payment to the 
asylam on myself, but I have always shrunk from 
any commanication with the wife and children, 

‘*The latter I considered doomed creatures, 
and I could never forge? that thelr mother had 
married a lad of nineteen without the consent of 
his family. 

‘*She was ® woman not far from thirty and a 
widow; she must have known there was some- 
thing suspiclousin the strangely hurried «cret 
manner of her marriage, and I think myself she 
deserved all she got.” 

“* And my Nina?” ; 

‘I should say she was the child of Mrs. Daw- 
son’s first marriage. Of course, I can give om no 
proof, but of one thing I am certain, she no 
relationship whatever to our family. 

“Understand ma, Mr. 
recommending you to marry 
may have been a swindler or thief for aught I 
know, bat you may rest assured he was not my 
half-brother.” 


" Thank Heaven |” 

‘Then you mean to go on with fe!” 
Keith's face lit up with a brilliant smile, 

“I would marry her to-morrow if I only 


‘I wonder why the mother tried to part you,” 
esid the baroneb, reflectively. ‘You are a 
son-in-law she might well be proud of, and, poor 
woman, I should have thought with so many 
a to get rid of only one would be a 
relief, 

“To is fnserutable, I offered to allow Mrs. 
Dawson a handred a year to make up to her the 
loas of Nina’s services, but she declared she would 
' pot consent to the marriage if I were worth my 

weight io gold.” 

‘* Well, happily you won’ need her consent, 
since the young lady is over but remember, 
Mr, Rossitur, the world w tell you you are 
throwing yourself away.” 

Keith’s answer was a sunny smile. 4 

RO have seen her, sir, you will under- 
atand,” 

** Per’ you will let me have that plessure 
after preyed Rossitur }” k 

Aad then they parted with a friendly hand 
pe Keith carrying away with him a light 

eart, ; 

tb ll op ishing how — —. can be 
procar only a person len money 
and s head on his shoulders, ae 

Kelth went straight from Sir Edward's to 
Doctor’s Commons and. got a marriage 
describing his bride as Nins, commonly call 
Nios Dawson, daughter of Mary Dawson, of 
Stock’s-terrace, Camden-town, and her first hus 
band’s name unknown, 

Then he took a cab to a house t's with 
such good results that before brad tod ye the 
accepted tenant of a very at 
Falham, whose invalid Bt ma promised to 


vacate fb In two days, leaving her eminently 





reepectable servant to attend on the new in- 
mater, 

Keith bad a debate with himself as to whether 
he should see Mrs, Dawson and boldly tell her 
he had discovered her treachery ; but he decided 
againgt it. Fate was very kiod to him that 
night. His landlady had gone round to the 
doctor’s and Nina herself opened the door, 

“ Keith!” 

“Io fs all right, my own,” said the young 
man, ly. “You are no daughter of poor 
Charles Dawson, bat the only child of bis wife's 
first marris Nina, I want to be married on 
Monday. I have got the license and everything. 
When once you are my wife we will see your 
mother together and ask why she tried eo hard 
to part us.” 

‘he two lovers had no other chance of a word 
together. Betsy once again acted as Cupld’s 
messenger, and carried a little note to Nina, 
which would not have enlightened-Mrs, Dawson 
much if she had intercepted ond read it, alnce It 
contained only two lines, — 

** Monday at ten o'clock, ronnd the corner,” 

The parish charch was round the corner, and 
the appointment was for thelr wedding ; bat no 
third person who had read the l{ttle note would 
have gueseed as much, though, happily, Betsy 
wae faithfal, and no eyes saw it but Nina’s, 

Keith recelved a telegram from Liverpool on 
the Saturday morning announcing his uncle’s 
arrival, The baronet was going straight to 
Anstruther Park, bat would be io London on 
the Monday, and hoped to call at his nephew's 
chambers; he had never had the address at 
Sbock’s- terrace, 

Keith decided to leave a line inviting him to 
come on to Falham, It would be rather odd to 
recelve visitors on his weddiog-day, but he was 
anxious to introduce his bride to bis uncle, and 
as to the proceedings being ‘‘stfange,” that 

to every incident of his courtship, 

t was a beantiful day; the summer sunshine 
lit up every corner of the e church. 
The clergyman had a rich musical voice, and 
read the service as impressively as though there 
had been a distingaished congregation. Keith 
had a thrill of surprise and of genuine pleasure 
when at the question, ' Who gives this woman 
to be married to this man?” Sir Eitward 
Dawaon stepped forward and took the « ffice on 
a instead of leaving 1 to the solemn 
cler : 

It was over! They were married ; the baronet 
had wished them joy and departed, Keith and 
his wife walked slowly down the well-known 
street and turned into Stock's-terrace. 

"T feel so frightened,” whispered Nina, 

“You need not,” sald her busband, proudly. 
“No one can part us now; but wonld you 
rather I went and braved your mother’s anger 
alone?” 

* No, we will go together.” 

Betey recetved them with a broad grin. Betsy 
had very shrewd suspicions of what had occurred. 
- “Your ma’s been calling you everywhere, Miss 
Nina,” she sald cheerfally. “'There’s an old gent 
come that wants to see you. He's in Mr, Rossl- 
tur’s parlour,” 

The bride and bridegroom went*in together, 
There sat Mrs. Dawson In her best attire, and 
opposite her—Sir Gerald Avstruther | 

* This fs Geraldine,” began the widow In her 
blandest toner, but Kefth tnverropted her, 

“Uncle Gerald | is in ponsibie ?” 

” rr my boy, how on earth did you come 


“* Why, I live here—at least, I used to, Didn’s 

you come on purpose to see me!” 
The explanation was very simple, Sir Gerald, 
in deepatr of finding his old friend’s child, 
Mr, Cameron to advertise for the 
address of Geraldine Dagdale. Mrs, 
adversisement and answered it, 
fortune wae c»ming to her all {n a rueb. 
to Ketth’s eult, the wicked 
ere on him arose from 

‘a bounty. 

for her, His godchild 
id have had no claim 


tried to frighten Mr. 





Her own story was aead one, She had returned 
a widow to Ireland—her native country—and 
married Charles Dawson in ignorance, she sald, 
of the fate which threatened him. 

From the very first he had shown auch mad, 
unreaeoning jealousy for her first husband that 
she had dropped all allusion to ber earlier mar- 
riage, and brought up Nina os his own child, 

She had loved him, she confessed, far better 
than she had ever loved George Dogdale, and his 
children were dearer to her than those of poor 
George. 

It had been o bitter irla) to her all these years 
to know the doom which threatened them, while 
Nina's future was unclonded by any auch dfre in- 
heritance, 

Perhaps there was some excuse for her, She 
declared she would have given her consent to 
Niva’s marriage with Keith thankfolly bub for 
the hope which had dawned on her of Sir Gerald's 
mun'ficence, and her fear that, Nina gone, he 
would do nothing for them. 

Those who are happy cao afford to be merel- 
fal, and Sir Gerald delighted that he could, with 
a clear conscience, leave his estate to his nephew, 
was not likely to be severe on Mrs, Dawson. 

He cottied three hundred a year on hor by deed 
of gift, so that she no longer has occaston to let 
lodgings, and a great tids of prosperity has 
dawned for No. 47, Stock’s-terrace, 

As for Nina (uo one ever called her Geraldine), 
she was established as mistress of Austrather 
Park, and became the sunshine of Sir (erald’s 
old age, *%, e 

Her husband grew famous asa barrister, and 
wealth and hononrs came to him fo his profession ; 
but all those who know him best deciare that he 
values no earthly gifts lo comparieon with his wife's 
stole, and thas he and Nina are just as assuredly 
in love with each other ss years ago, when thelr 
attachment first began—a groand floor romance 
ia ‘* Mrs, Dawson s Lopaivas,” 


[THE END. } 








FLOWER OF 


CHAPTER Raia 


Tr tt had not been for a vague, yet strangely 
strong feellog than in some way her brother 
would need her, Madge would have left More- 
toun Hall for awhile durivg the perlod of the 
theatriosls, and have gone to Bentley to stay 
with Amy and ber mother, 

But Sir Keith's face alone, even if she had 
not been the unwilling hearer of the truth from 
Lady Anice’s lips that day in the Mbrary, would 
bave stayed her, 

She busied herself to do many a Iittle act of 
thoughtfalness for the brother who was so tender 
to her, and heedless of Lady Antce’s sneere and 
studied insults she held her way guiletly, The 
Countess de Ganyani and her deughter were 
reckoned delightinl by the rest of the guests, 
and none knew that their preseuce was unwe) 
come to their host, 20 courteous was he towards 
them. 

Madge kept carefully aloof from all the pre 
parations for the theatricals ; she had no desire 
to be mach fa her frivolous sister-lo-law's com- 
pany, and preferred solitude to the chatter and 

trtation that prevailed. Most of the men 
secretly deplored her absence; there was some- 
thing so sweet, refreshing and thonghtfal about 
her, she won all thelr hearts, 

The Countess tried hard to make friends with 
her whilom stepdaughter, but Madge was no 
hypocrite, and she received all advances fn a 
frigidly polite manner, which sggravated Lady 
Anice beyond words. 

Oae day Sir Keivh’s wife met his sister in the 


FATE. 


de. 
** Sol industrious, Mise Lorraine! I beg your 


ardon, Mrs, Watson,” she sneered, seeing 

ge’s gardening gloves, basket, and sclasors. 
“T am afraid you find ft very dail here withont 
your customary life of excliement snd theatre 
work +” 
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*'T am happy to be with my brother.” 
Lady Anfce Idughed shortly ab the quiet 


reply. 

“A new brother jast fond ; your affections 
‘take root eaaily.” 

“ Yés, and they stay till the ond, Lady Antics ; 
balleva ma, I am no vane.” 

Lédy Antce bit her lip and frowned. 

What did the girl mean.’ Was To a hint thad 
the saw the flagrant filrtstion that was pregress- 
ing between ‘the Prince de Boules and her 
brother's wife? Anice felt nervous for a mio- 
ment; she did not wish any domestic wrath to 
come and epof! her pleastre, 

“Nor am J,” che answered, as she picked s 
rose and cruelly pulled ib to pieces, watching 
Madge's fice as she continced, ‘*Did you mean 
anything by that remark, Madge?" 

Madge flashed. Tuls was the very first time 
her brother's wife had spoken her name or 
addressed ber gently. 

“You must remember I bave had uo such 
worldly experfance to teach me as you, and I 
haye always been a spoilt child,” Lady Anice 
wend on, seeing to her satisfaction how easily ehe 
could work on this girl's feelings, “ Very, very 
often Iam afraid I appear hear! Now con- 
foxes, don’t 11"* 

Midge sighed. 

“I have uo right to judge you; bat oh! 
Antics, I beseech you, don't play with Keith's 
feelings. Perhaps he does love you mora than 
you do him, but be nt with him, and don’t 
give him more pain then yon can help.” 

Lady Autce threw away her rose-leavee. 

“Has Keith been complafoing to you!” she 
asked, with a emile that was very forced, 

*No—no—Iindeed he bas not. Ksith fs too 
proud to speak of such & thing, even to me, his 
elster. I judge him by his face.” 

“I must look at it when I return; perhaps I 
shall learn from 1,” Anics laughed, shortly. 
© Au revoir, don’t work too hard, and come down 
$0 dinner to night ; you muet be dal! alone,” 

A frown gathered on her face as she walked 
awey; abe longed at that instant to strike 
Madge, who had dared to hiat even that she 
caused Keith pain, 

‘*He ig w sentimental fool,’ she thovght, 
viciously, “Good Heavens, I can’t stand this 
sort of thing very long. I shall have to epeak a 
few plain words and tell him the truth, that I 
never cared a halfpenny for him, and that he 
bores me,” 

Madge stood gazing after her. 

** Have I done good }” she sighed, *'I hops so. 
= spoke simost kindly, and yet—yet I mistrust 

er.” 

She went on with her work, thinking of her 
brother sadiy, and of Rex with a thrill of pas- 
alqnate tenderness, 

“Tf I could see him oncs more,” she sald to 
herself, he would comfort me.” 

Taen glauciog away {n the distance she siw 
her brother’s tall, handsome form with the falry, 
dalaty one of Lady Anice nestling almoat fondly 
+a his arm. 

“* Yes, I have done good after all,”’ she thought; 
‘perhaps she {fs only thoughtless, not heartless, 
as T have grown to think her. Heaven grant {t 
for Kelth’s sake. How he loves her. His face 
positively bearas as though all the clouds were 
gone just because she smiles on him.” 

It was tras. Sir Kelth had met his wife jast 
ae she was moving away from Madge, and with 
that coguetry that wes so easy tc her she had 
succeeded fn banishing for the time ali doubt and 
pain from his beart, 

Worldly wisdom urged her to this course ; she 
had no desire to have an open quarrel with her 
burband, especially just at the present moment, 
a0 she drifted back to her old eelf, though her 
thoughte were very far from being pleasant ones 
towards him, 

Madge determined to meet Anice In her new 
mood, zo clothed herself in one of the many 
por black dresses Sir Kelth had given her ; 
and looking an angel of purity in ber soft widow's 
cap, dexoonded to the drawing-room for dinner 
tliat night, 

Ghe was welcomed most warmly by one and 
all; thengh Lady Aalce frowned, as she saw the 





admiration produced by her alster-in-law’s 
andonbted lovelineae. 

Av Madge atood at one of the wiodows the 
Prloce de Boules approached her. 

You remind me of the post’s lines, madam,” 
he murmured, fn a low whieper. 


* Oh | thou art fairer than the evening air, 
Olad ia the beauty of a thousand stars.” 


Madge looked at him keeuly. 

“f am nob used to compliments, your high- 
ness,” abe replied, distinctly; “nor do I like 
them.” 


He drew back aud bowed, thovgh he wore an 
ale of vexatfon, 

“ T forgot,” he ‘sald, softly, I will nob offend 
again,” 

He leaned back sgalnst the wladow and con- 
templated her sweet fair face with » look of such 
ardend admiration that Madge blushed beneath 
his dark passionate eyes. 

The gong sounding came ne a pleasant relief. 
Bat the relief was short lived. 

* Mine is the happiness,” eald the Prince, and 
he held out his arm with another bow. 

She took it reluctantly, 

* Why are you 20 cold and ellent to me!” he 
asked, as they were seated at the table. 

Madge was ellent. She was co sophist ; from 
the first she had disliked this man—nay, strange 
. be may seem, she even regarded him with 


Toe Prince watched hor carefully and eagerly 
from beneath his dark eyelashes, 

“T see,” he went on, softly, “ you are no 
diasembler, You do not like me, madam ; I am 
unfortunate, but leh me try to win your 
regard. Tell me how can I hope to become your 
friend 1” 

Madge smiled faintly, 

**T am chary in making new friends, Pcince, I 
cling to my old too well.” 

*' By Heaven, she is loveliler than the stars,” 
was the mattered thought in the man’s breast, 

** Bat,” went on the girl, fesling that she had 
been almost diseourteous, “if you care to be a 
good acquaintance of mine, I beg you to discard 
the compliments with which you bave hitherto 
garnished your conversation to me.” 

“You command, I obey,” 

And thereupon he began to discuss things In 
general. His voice was pleasant and musical; 
he was well read, well versed in art. Gradually 
they got deep in an argument, in which, deeplte 
herself, Madge found an attraction In thie man, 
and she chatted easily, heedless of the amile on 
the Countess de Ganyani's face, or the frown on 
Lady Anice’s, 

The jealousy. and wrath of the latter at this 
moment fanned into life the dormant love that 
had been awakened at last fa Aulce Moretoun’s 
selfich heart, 

Aa she had tortured many a man, so now did 
she suffer as she saw the Prince lost to every- 
thiog but Madge, and knew that she had no 
power to alter this, 

Madge was pained beyond words at her cool- 
ness In the drawing-room, but sat listening to 
Blanche Gfpyaol's girlish chatter, and tried to 
forget her sister-In-law’s pointed rudeness, 

She was not destined to retire that night 
without farther pain. 

When the men cami*fp, with one accord they 
all entreated her to. sing, ; 

The Prince was the most impressive. 

"As a reward for my good conduct,” he 
pleaded, and so Madge consented. - 

* Will you play my accompaniment?” she 
asked Blanche, 7 

The Countese’s daughter roze ab once, 

“*T must firet take off my bangles, they rattle 
89,” she said, as ehe seated herself. 

Madge idly took up one of the ornaments, a 
9 pee be a sapphire and diamonds sunk 

b, *g 

“ How pretty |"sheexclaimed.  ° »* 

A deep biash dyed Bianche Ganyani’s face, 
and ber mother, who was near, laughed softly. 

“That? Yes, {t is pretty,’ Blanche replied, 
“Rex Darnley sent that to me jast before he 
started with Lord Vivian,” 
€ 





“ Aud you wonld sooner lose your than 
that bangle, eh, Blanche 1" laughed the teas, 


Aa ‘2 seemed to close over Madge's 
heart. She clasped the bracelet botween fingers 
that burned the sudden pain she endured, 


then by one mighty effort she pat it down, and 
tarned over a page of the musio- book. 

*T will sing chis,” she said, clearly. 

“Delightful! I have lon to hear you, 
dear Mrs, “Watson,” exclaimed the Oountess, 
“ Rex -has spoken of you to us so 
much—has be not, Blanche 1" ; 

Madge saw the girl’s face flash again. 

Yes, mamma,” was all she sald, but the heai- 
tation, the blash, wae enough for 

“False! Rex false too! Oh, Heaven, I 
can't believe tt 1” was the ory of her heart, as 
Blanche played the prelude to her song. 

Then calling up her pride the opemd her lips 
and sap with » wail of pathos, a depth, a 
sweetness that had never come to her before. 

A hushed murmur of applause followed, fo 
which the Coumtess’s voice was loudest, and 
Madge moved away from the plano, and stood 
at an open window to let the cool breeze play on 
her hod eyes, and freshen her fafnting spirit, 

“Paleo! Rex fales?” 

The hideons meaning of the words rang 
tumultuously in her ears, She pub one slender 
hand on the oaken window: ledge to support her- 
self, experiencing at this moment o return of 
the old bitteruees she had felt ao often fn the 
past, 

“Tf it be true,” ran her thoughts, “ff he 
should love her, how shail I bear it? What 
shallI do? Rex, if Icould only see you, sak 

belleve me, if ft were for your happiness 
would sacrifice my own; but you are allent, 
you do nob send me even one line |” 

She sighed a short, quick elgh ; and then, se 
the remembrances of Bianche’s confusion and 
blueh returned, she felt that her fear, her pain, 
must Indeed be real. 

** Henceforth,” she sald, bitterly to herself, ‘‘ I 
will trast no man, believe in no one. I would as 
soon have dreamed uature a fraud as that Rex 
was false,” 

over her, her eyes closed. She 


A shiver passed 
Jheard the babble of voices from the room Io a 


dull, confused way; and then she was conecious 
that someone was atanding bsside her, fanning 


her tly. 

«Fon are better?” asked Prince de Boulez, 
very gently. 

He stood so that no one could see the giri’s pale 
f 


ace, 

‘*T was jast coming te speak to you, and saw 
fo an {natant you were il), You are better 
now!” 

“Yes; the heat tired me, that was all,” 

He continued fanning her, and Madge could 
not but recognise the delicacy and kindness that 

mpted him to esbield her from the many 
ulsitive eyes around, 

* You are very kind,’ she murmured. 

“Te has been exceptionally sultry to-day, 
madam,” was the reply given. 

Bat as he gazed at the sweet, troubled face, the 
Itallan’s heart beat fast, 

"Tt fs no heat that caused her to faint. I raw 
her wince at that man’s name. Ah! bat my 
dainty Anice fe clever, avd the girl’s confusion 
was turned to a nicety, How she must love 
him! Saprist/ hela to be envied, this cold, 
man. I have never met a woman 
I could as I could this one.” 

I t of the current of thought running in 
his breast Madge sroiled at him. 

“T see you are determined to win my friend- 
ship, Prince? ” she sald, gently. 

"JT desire nothing better than to serve you, 
when you can bring yourself to trust me, 
m 


adam. 

"Do you believe in friendship }” 

The man smiled at the sudden question. 

“Tam afraid I belleve in nothing ; bud, then, I 
have seen life 1” 

“ And nothing lasts!” 

“ Nothing laets. Haman love is like a flower, 

to-day, dead before night, You may try 

to revive ft how you will ; it never returns to {ts 
former self,” 
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In ber present mood this philosophy fitted 
Madae too well, 

"To ia aad,” she enid, bitterly. 

“ All trathe are ead,” 

The Prince shat the fan, and leaned back 
against the opposite corner of the window, 

Exch moment that he spoke to this girl was as 
fuel to ‘he flame of passionate love rlaing In his 
beart—love such as he had never feli before ; is 
was co strong and pare, 

Before either could speak again the Countess 
de Ganyanl awept up to them, 

"Dear Mra, Watson,” she sald, sweetly, laylog | 
one jewelled hand on Madge's shoulders, * I bring 
@ petition ; will you sing egaint” ' 

“The night is so hot, it may fatigne you,” 
broke in the Prince, hurriedly. 

Madge felt thab the woman's dark ‘eyes. were 
ss her through and through. »Had she 
consulted her own feelings she would’ fave re- 
fased aud left the crowd for her own | and 
the misery of her thoughts, but her ‘pride: was 
powerful ; her delicate nature abrank from giving | 
this woman even a clue to her real feelings, 4 

“With ace, Iam rested now; thank you, 
Perhaps lie, Ganyanl will accoaipany me 


And with « smile to ‘the Pduce whe left 
m. f ‘ 
i. they stood alone the face of the Countess 


€ 

* What Is the meaning of this temfcolery 1” 
che asked, swiftly. 

** What tomtoolery ?’’ 

** You kuow what I mean, Tois was nob in 
~~ rs se Why are you not by Lady Anice’s 
a 

* She bores me,” 

The Countess stamped her fot, 

“ Beware, Paul; remember all you owe to me, 
Draw back fram your promise now, avd I expose 
you to—well, to those whom even your strong 
nature may shrink from meeting. 1% will be a 
question of cold ateel then, mon ami,” 

The Prince shivered slightiy, 

“T have forgotten nothing,” he sald, gloomily, 
“nor am I going back from my bargain,” 

‘*Dhen, why stand gaping at that glrl as 
tho you loved her beyond anything this 
world holds! Do you not see how angry our 
dear hostess looks !'’ 

There certainly was a shade of {!'-termper on 
‘Lady Anlce’s face, 

The Prince 


smiled, 

“T thought a little jealousy a good ingredient 
to Introduce about now,” 

The woman glanced at him swifsly, and then 
laughed softly. 

“ You understand now!” he asked. 

“Thoroughly. I-aek ‘your pardon, Psul. I 
should have remembered your usual cunving.” 

“Tam afraid, Hé dae, I shall never insti! any 
confidence in you.” ‘ 

“ Ma soi, no, I trast no one; but come, we 
must nod stand here longer. Goto Lady Anics ; 
waste no more time. I am hungry for my 
revenge, I shall- be y when I coe 
Keith Moretoun a man without a hope or joy in 

Then he will perhaps repent his boyish 
inaelenee $0 me, and the triamph he beld at that 

‘And the slster—what of her? Is she to be 
tucluded in this revenge 1” 

- The Prince stroked his moustache, and epoke 
almost indifferently. 

Tae Countess de Ganyan! emiled. 

“ Blanche must marry Rex Darnley,” was all 
she sald, as che swept her ellken train away. 

The man stood ellent for a few miloutes fn the 
‘window niche. 


open preference shown towards me by my hos- 
tess, A little more skilful management, and if 
I mistake nov, the fair Anice will come to my 
hand when I whistle for her, despite her callous, 
selfish heart |” 

And with thie reflection the Princes de Boules 
ssuntered slowly across the room to the slide of 
his host’s wife, whose pretty face showed the 

which hia es broughr. 
ind or mad?’ whispered one 


‘ , but he possessed as yet 
boundless belie? ia his wife's parity and fono- 
cence, and so’ ssw nothing of what was so 
apparent to all ia his house. 
Madge after her second song made a quiet 
Diecewhs tet ib nolonger, Toe sight 
ota gle with its flashing jewels seemed to 
mock at her misery. She went slowly ap the 
Oise —— eae om —_ 
ere she sank on her knees by the open 
window gazed into the clear, translucent 
p aky, bg with its gem-like etars, 
e laste! Ah! yes, yes! My love 
wili last for ever. Though you 


for yous; 
may; & ‘have grown weary of me, [ shall 


3; I am yours till 


4 


OHAPTER XXI. 


THERE was @ corridor in Moretoun Hail that 
ran off the plicture-gallery to a disused part of 
the building. It wasseldom traversed, even by 
the servants, as the roome at the end were only 
used for lumber, and the accumulation of old- 
fashioned furniture and articles that had been 
removed and replaced by the modern beautifa! 
a when Sir Kelth prepared his home for his 
wife, 

Madge had, indeed, never seen this part of the 
house, though ae a young child she must have 
known {bt well, but since she returned she had 
confined herself to her own room, her brother's 
study, spd the various tments which owed 
their floral decoration to her hands. 

On the very morning of the theatricals, how- 
ever, &u opportunity came, 

A theatrical costumier had been summoned 
from London to attend to the dresses, and every- 
thing was {n the hands of a capable stage- 
manager ; buat abd the Jash rehearsal it waa found 
necessary to change some of the scenery in ore 
of the acts, and a cry for curtains was raised. 

The housekeeper was sent for and she cams to 


Madge. 

va Tisow thers are any number of curtains in 
the west wing, Mrs. Watson,” she sald ; 
my master has the key, and I don’t think he ts 
in the bouse,”’ 

“'T will go to bis study ; I think I know where 
the keys are, and will velleve you of this task, 
Mrs, Bailey.” 

“Thank you, madam,” was the gratefal reply ; 
“for my bands are fall to-day, I won't deny ic! ” 

Madge and ran downstaire. 

a. —, she’s very different at lady,” 0 

honsekesper's refiection. “ Bless her for her 
sweet, lovely face; always a kind thovght and 
word for everybody,” 

Her brother was nowhere to be found, but 

to have seen the keys 
ia his study, so sho went direct there 





of you. he mamery of the Mirai deewind 
you gave me, dear, will be all I shall have. 
Soll te will change 


mys 


“Msy I accompany you!” she asked. “I 
have a fancy to see those old rooms once 
sgain. Ab, me! how long it seems since your 
dear, dead father conducted me 60 proudly over 
my vew homo,” 

Madge shivered, but did not reply, and eo the 
oye a turned and mounted the staircase with 

er. 

“How sweeh and good you are!” she 
observed as they progressed, ‘‘ Ah, Madge! 
how I wish my Bisoche could be with you 
always, Your Influence would be so beneficial 
to her in her fature life,” 

“You overrate my qualities,” replied Madge 
faintly, bat coldly. 

“Oh! no, indeed, ao,” 

Madge eald wnothing more, and they walked 

through the picture-gallery to slience. 
“ As they reached the door of the corridor 
Madge saw to her surprise that it was aniocked, 
and as she pulled ib open she drew back In 
aurpriee and horror, 

There before her stood her brother’s wife, 
and kneeling at her feet, kissing ber band, was 
the Prince de Bouler. 

\& miled fell over Madge’s eyes, but the Countess 
merrily, 

“"Alwaye rehearsing, you two!” she cried, 
as Lady Anice snatched her bands quickly from 
her lover’s hold, ‘* Have you not got that scene 
perfect yet t” 

ts Very nearly,” 

The Peinoe rose leleurely from his knees as he 
spoke. 

“Very nearly, but Lady Anice wes a little ner- 
yous about to-night, aud so as we could not find 
& eecluded spot we came here.” 

“ Yer,” chimed in Lady Anlce, with forced 
ease, “and even here we are not seciaded, 1% 
seems.” 

“ We shall be gons directly, and then you may 
rehearse at much as you will What a fortanate 
thing we understood—eb, Madge? The situation 
was 80 ridiculously compromislog.” 

_ Madge gozsd straight into the Countess’s tren- 
cherons eyes, 

“*Inisa subject I prefer nob to jest upon, 
madam,” was ail she said, and then she passed 


keeper had told ber to fiad the cartelns. 

"Ts Kelth downstairs, Madge?’ ber sister-in- 
law cried after her. 

She stopped. 

'‘No3 Ido not thick he {s fo,” 

Lady Anice made a move as sho disappeared 
Into the room, 

** Cat!” was her muttered thought--to the 
Priaes she said careleesly,— 

*' We had better go down now--we must find a 
few minutes this afverncon.” 

‘When and where you will,” was his reply, 
and laughing easily they both left the corridor. 

Madge picked out the cartalss with a heart 
that wae oppressed and wretched. 

Deubdt, dread, an fntaltion of coming sorrow 
hong over her. 

She tried to think that what the Counters had 
said was true, and that after all the scene she 
had witnessed had been but a mimic oue of stage 
love or declaration, bub the thought would come 
that she had been decefved, that vhere war some 
secrat plot at work sgainst her brother's honour 
and happinear. 

" And I can do nothing,” she said, scorrowfally 
to herself, as she went downstaira to tell one of 
the servants to fetch the curtains, ‘'I have no 

of, only this hideous distrust and enrpicion. 
eaven help Keith if it should be trae!” 

Even her own misery wae pushed on one side, 
She was haunted all through that dey by the 
image of Keith’s broken-hearted face and iife 
ruined by a coquette’s treachery, Do whab she 
would she could not beat down the convictlons 
that were Antce false and wicked, — 

" May Ibe forgiven if 1 doubt her wrongly,” 
abe prayed, sadly, as ehe dressed for the festival, 
feeling the while that a storm hung over her 
head ready to burst.at apy moment, “bat they 
are all 20 deceitful, What can Keith hope, with 
his feauk, truthfal honesty against such people!” 
} Is was with the firet sencation of pleasure she 





on to the door of the room In which the house- — 
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“DEAR MRS. WATSON,” SHE SAID, SWERTLY, “ WILL YOU SING 


had experienced for a long time that she saw 
Lord Danmoor when she descanded to the salon, 

“Tam so glad to see you!” she sald, as they 
clasped hands, “ so glad.” 

Lord Danmoor’s plain face flashed with de- 
Might, though he knew she apoke from friendship, 
not affection, 

“ Well, I thought I must turn ap for this en- 
tertalament. Ah! here fs Keith.” 

Madge looked anxlously at her brother’s face 
ne he shook hands with his new and welcome 
guest, and sighed with relief as she read {ts clear 
and pleased expresaion, which rellef wae deepened 
ae Lady Anice flitted downstairs and greeted her 
brother most warmly, and then nestled to her 
hueband’s side. _ 

“She cannot be such a hypocrite,” thought 
Madge. “ She loves him after all!” 

If- she could have gazed Into Lady Anlce’s 
heart, snd seen the tumuls of immoral love, 
passion, and hatred that dwelt there, she would 
have shravk back shuddering. 

“' T have grown bitter,” she mused, sadly, “I 
think good of no one since Rex deceived me,” 

Little did Rex Darnley guess the agony that 
was torturiog bis treasured love. He had re- 
frained from writing to her from motives of 
delicacy alone, and this Madge had understood 
until, like the etlog of the serpent, the words of 
the Countezs and her daughter had renkled in 
her breast, and turned her peace and simple con- 
tent to misery. 

The theatricals were pronounced a great 
success. Madge did not goin to see them, She 
preferred the cool evening air {n the garden, and 
she bad had too mach theatrical food in her young 
iife vo seek It now, 

Thus she was spared the pain of discovering 
her sfster-In-law's deceit to be only tootrue, for she 
would have seen that throughout the whole per- 
formance Lady Anice and the Prince were never 
once in the position of stage lovers, and that 
their excuse had been a Ife, 

The entertainment lasted two alghts, and after 
then & few of the gueste melted away. Madge 





watched anxiously to see the Oountess, Blanche, 


and the Prince disappear, bub they seemed to- 


have no desire to quit thelr most comfortable 
quarters, 

Lord Danmoor was exceedingly wrath with 
his sister when he learnt who the woman was 
she so delighted to honoar. 

“You are selfish and wicked, as of old, Anice,” 
he sald, as he relinquished the effort of ex- 
postulating with her. 

“If you do not care to see me why do you 
come!” she retorted. 

“I come because I care too much for Keith to 
neglect bim entirely.” ; 

* Leave Keith alone ; he fs very weil.” 

Lady Anice tossed a match into the empty 
firegrave as she spoke. She had jast lft a 
clgarette, and put it nonchalantly between her 
pretty lips, 

** Auice, your husband Is a changed man since 


your . 
“Is he?” she yawned, and began to open a 
book. 


** You have not the usual masa of selfishness 
and indifference to deal with in Keith More- 
toon. He beileves in ycu atill, Anice; but 
when he knows you for what you are his heart 
will break,” 

“Oh, bah! Do go away, for Heaven's sake, 
Danmoor ; you do no nothing but sermonize till 
1 am half asleep. Go and talk to that prig, 
Madge ; she will sult you.” 

“ Antce”—Lord Danmoor spoke serlously-— 
“It ie your duty to get rid of this woman, her 
daughter, and her theatrical princely friend as 
soon as you can.” 

Lady Anice’s delicate face grew crimson with 
anger. This of the man she bad grown to love 
beoter than herself! Iv maddened her, 

“ Leave my house!” she exclaimed, in a voice 
choked with passior. “I will not be lted 
by you. They are my friends now and always.” 

Lord Danmoor gazed at her in grave silence. 

“| pity you, Anice,” was all he sald; and he 
turned away. 

” wali 


. 








AGaINn?” 


Lady Anice had spoken in truth when she 
told her brother she withed him gone, She was 
growing reckless, Love for Prince de Boules 
was now the acmé of her existence. She was 
in no mood to listen to reproaches or receive 
advice, 

Madge never spoke to her now; and, Indeed, 
the conversation was forced and uncomfortable 
when the whole party met for launch or dinner. 

It was torture to Madge to meet day after 
day the girl who was to be Rex Darnley’s wife ; 
and the vague suspicions called up that day in 
the old corridor would itoger when she gezed 
from Lady Anice to the Prince, She could not 
rid her mind of the feeling that they were on the 
verge of some calamity, some hideous storm, 
thay would shatter the calm serenity of their 
lives by its fury. 

One night, about a week after the theatricals, 
the storm came, 

Sir Keith had had occasion earlier in the day 
to ride over to a neighbouring town about some 
important business. Madge saw him mount, 
and bade him good-bye with a strange pain at 
her heart; but she dismissed this as foolish and 
week as soon as he was gone. 

The dey passed much as usual. Since Lord 
Danmoor had returned Madge had not been so 
lonely, though not even to him could she bring 
her lips to utter the name of the man she loved 
so bitterly and so dearly, 

The night was lovely; s silver moon rode in 
the dark blue heavens. When Madge went to her 
room she had no wish to sleep. She drewa chair 
up to the open window, and ast down to think 
over that past brief dream of joy, those moments 
when Rex had seemed to love her so passionately, 
so tenderly, 

An hour passed In this quiet meditation ; and 
she was rising with a sigh when her door was 
suddenly thrust open, and before she could utter 
a sound Sir Keith atrode In. 

- “Madge,” he said, in thick, husky tones, 
" where i Anice ?” 


(To be continued.) 











VERNON’S DESTINY. 
—i0i— 
OHAPTER XIX 
Guy Vernon may have many years to live, 


bub to his iife’s end he can never forget that 
moment. Every feature of the ecene will stand 
out before his mind with vivid distinctness, and 
when the sliver threads are scattered amid 
- dark hair, and Time’s wrinkles line his 
ace, 

He had rushed to Riversdale on impulse, had 

- travelled over a hundred and fifty miles—toa 
place hose name even he had never heard before 
—on the bidding ofa dream. He almost 
at his own folly when he reached the little 
and found how small and remote ib was—jast a 
tranquil Ecg'ich hamlet, a dozen cotteges or so, a 
straggling, irregular street, a pyblic-house, and 
general shop. <a 

Guy migh» have returned to London fn dle- 
dain but for two things. One—this he trie@ to 
convince himself was his sole reason for remain- 
{ng ; the quiet and seclusion were jast what he 
needed for his licerary tolls which had been just 
& little neglected in London. 

The August weather was anusually trying In 
the metropolis, and Gay did not see why he 
should hurry back to Cecll-street, Strand, Mr, 
Ashwin hie address (the only person who 
had), and would certafnly communicate with him, 
if the search for his missing cousin required his 
personal ald) Why should he not enjoy cool 
country breez<s and tmmanity from Interruption t 
This was one reason for his prolonged stay ab 
Riversdale ; the other, and by far the stronger 
one, he never admitted even to himself, He felt 
in some strange, mysterious utnnér nearer to 
Helen Charteris. 

He wae not a superstitious man ; besides, even 
if he had beifeved in ghosts since he hoped Helen 
was alive, he could not have credited spirit 
with haunting him, All his life he had mocked 
at splrienalism ; he would have scorned to con- 


e- 





“LIFE I8 80 HARD!” NELL SAID, FAINTLY. 


fess his sensations; but from the moment he 
took up hfe abode at the little villege inn he 
seomed to realise that be was in actual com- 
munion with the girl he loved. 


For he knew the truth now |—nay, he had 
known {b ever since Meg Charteris told him of 
Mr. Derzil’s marriage. The girl he had found 
crying in the country lane, the girl he had spoken 
to in all not three times, of whom he had tried 
to persuade himself he held a very bag opinion, 
was yet the one love of his life. She was the 
one creature who could have taken root in hie 
heart and flourished there; the one wife who 
would have made his life a success, his house a 
home. 

And she was given to Reginald Denall—this 
woman with the wistfal smile, the clear truthful 
eyes, the pure mobile expression, was wife toa 
man utterly incapable of understanding or appre- 
clatiog her, Gay writhed whenever he thought 
of Ib, and yet he never tried to remedy the 
matter by banishing {tp from his thoughts. As s 
practical man, he admitted perfectly there was 
no in Riversdale salted to receive Mrs. 
Denzil ag an inmate. He went even farther 
and confessed to bimeelf there was no single 


attraction In the place that could possibly bring |’ 


ib the honour of a visit from her, and yet he 
stayed on from day to day because he felt con- 
fident she would surely come. 

He never ed the manner of her coming, 
He never bewildered bimeelf by wondering 
whether she would be with ber husband or alone ; 
only he was eure she would come, 

He had never even heard of Riversdale antil he 
dreamed he saw Nell there : ushivg to her death. 
That dream could not have been a chance, or why 
did he feel near her the moment he seb foot in the 
sleepy village f 

Once, and once only, he had planned to leave it. 
Tbree days after bis arrival he had been stricken 
with self-ridicule for the fafth he kuew all his 
friends would sccff at. He bad gone so far as to 
pack his bag, and to intimate to the landlord he 





shonid need a fig to take him to the Glo’ster 
station in the morning. 

And the resalt. He had hardly closed his eyes 
that nigho when Nell’s face appeared before 
him, and her sad, reproach!ul voice sounded in 
his ears with one single word of mingled entreaty, 
reproach, and command,— 

* Wait!’’ : 

Don’t despise my word when I tell you, ihe 
next morning he countermanded the ily, 
reunpacked his bag, tend: to Glo’ster for 
writing materials, and settled down for an inde 
finite sojourn at the village Ino, and he bad been 
there now getting on for four weeks, 

It was not his wont to go out before breakfast ; 
but something in the extraordinary beauty of the 
September morning tempted him postponing hie 
first meal for half-an-hour, 

He took his hat, and started for a ramble by 
the river’s banks. He was In time to hear the 
words repeated which had caught his ear fired 
in his dream in Cecil-street ; in time to put one 
hand on Nell’s arm, and save her from a suiclde’s 


end, 

“Nell!” 

“Gay i” 

They had never called each other by the simple 
Christian name, Helen especially, bad always, 
even inher thoughts, styled the knight of the 
hyacinths Sir Gay” ; but as they stood there, 
looking into each other's eyes, the slmple greeting 
seemed rung from thelr very hearte. 

“Gay 1” 

“Nell 1” 

Then the woman remembered, It seems to me 
that stings of memory, of remorse, always do 
attack the woman first, jast as her senze of joy 
and sorrow is keener and more eensitive than a 
man’s ; so the pange of self-reproach assall her 
before he is even conscious of their approach. 

“ What must you think of me!” 

He did not tell her—he covid not. A passfon- 
ate profession of love hovered on his lips ; bat he 
drove it bravely back. She was alone, and 
in trouble. He would not add to her trouble, 
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She misunderstood his silence, and imsgined “ The law would take no notice of how I was | hand was pressed against her heard, as though to 

he blamed her for the crime he had prevented, lead to marry him.” still ite throbs, She began to understand It all; 
“T could not help {,” she said, faintly—and, ** Bat——”" that dream of long 


oh! how the weariness of her sweet voice weno 
to Gay's haart—"TI could not help it, I know it 
was wrong; but life fs so hard 1” 

“ My poor child |” 

“Tt only f had known,” she whisp:red, with 
a look of angafsh fo her eyes—"if only I had 
known his trae name; bat, you see, I belleved 
he was Me. Travers until—it was too late!” 

** And you are not angry with me for having 
warned you against him ?” 

" Angry!” 

“ And you know now why I so dieliked Isola 
Merton!" 

Nell blushed. 

“Aye, I thought then you had been her 
lover, and rejected, 

Heemiled. Hs could not help ft, 

© Her bater, rather!” 

A aflence. They were close together these 
two. Her black dress almost awopt bis knees, 
and yet he made no attemp) to take her hand, 
After that one grasp which drew her from her 
danger Sir Gay sought no contact with Nell, 
They just stood there together-—~-thosze two who 
were so near, and yet so far, 

“You mast never do {b again, Nell! child. 
Has be made your Iife seach torture that at your 
age you seek to yleld ft up?” 

She bowed her head. 

"IT know it was wrong; buat fb would have 
hurt no one but me, On, why did you stop 
met He {ts fn Gio’ater by now, and when he 
hears I have left there he will be on my track ! 
Oh, why did you stop me?” 

“ Because his cruelty shall not lead you to 
sin; because for hie faults you shall nob stain 
your falr soul with so dark a stain as murder ! 
Child, Iam years older than you ; can’t you tell 
moe how all this came about ?”’ 

*' How I married him‘” 

“You. Even suppriag him Rogloald Tca- 
vers. Iam eure that you never loved him,” 

"Ob, no!” 

“And you were not one to marry without 
love. Ivis a mystery to me,” 

Nell told her story, much as he knew ib 
already—told ft down to the time of her arrival 
at Onarteris; of the weeks since that; of the 
iftle life so swiftly ended she eald nothing. 

'* Aud when did you come here?” She told 
him the date of her reaching Glo’eter. Gay 
started. It was the night of his dream. 

‘* Nell, you have been cruelly deceived,” he 
gaid at last. ‘’ Mejor Merton is now abroad, bat 
aaid, for certain, he would have asked nothin 
better than to welcome you back to his home, 
have {t from Lilifan Forrester’s own Ups that 
Mrs. Hamilton mourned over your silence ; her 
telegram, like the Mejor’s crasity, never exleted, 
save in Mc, Denz!l’s favention.” 

‘*f know,” eald Nell, simply ; “you need nob 
tell me, [ know where he fs, and I have fled from 
him. Siace the end of Janusry my life has 
been one long attempt ab concealment, I have 
never known a day without fear of discovery {” 

“ Poor child |” 

“TY often think,” sald the girl, slowly, ‘‘ that 
wicked people are the best off!” 

“Ton’a talk Uke that, child, for Haaven’s 
@ake ; you cut me to the heart,” 

** Bat it's trae!" persisted Nell, ‘If only I 
wee bad, or like him, I shouldn't mind his 
belug what he fs ; and now I would rather beg 
my bread from door to door than see him |” 

"Nell, you must bs freed from him.” 

“T can't.” 

*'Yoa mean you ahrink from the publicity of 
a divorce” 

"'T could not get one,” 

Neil |” 

“J never thought of such things till now. My 
lite was so wretched. I was ready to crtch at 
any chance of freedom, I had heard of divorces 
and separations, and made up my mind to try 
for one,” 

“ You would get.ft,”’ 

She shook her head. 

" Why nobt” 





* And Ican bring no charge againat him since 
our marriage, He has not besn croel to me; he 
has nop @tarved or deserted me ; he Is ready and 
anxlous to provide me with a home salted to our 
peal the law will deem hima model hus- 

” Teue, hie fraud has wrecked my life, his 
decelt has brokett my heart ; and knowing him 
for what he {s, I'wott!d plerce my breast with a 
knife, and die at his feet, rather than return to 
him. Bat there, what is that to the law! It 
might take notice of broken limbs or a starving 
home ; but. a btoken heart and ruined hopes are 

ond tts province.” 
0 wae traé, | word of {t, Guy knew, He 
ory, and he realised dimly that 
would free her from her hus- 
band’s yoke, “"Mre, Denzil had carefully kept 
alovt from any offence against the law. 

**Taat ia why I think wicked people have the 
best of is,” went on Nell, slowly. “If only I 
were bad I 8 be better off,” 

She meant that ff only she were of the same 
coarse mould; if only she hod the same evil pas- 
sions as her husband, she might have lived with 
him fn peace, efoce ft was no physical discomfort 
or sor oe Bo to fear; but a oe 
suggested a very different meaning to the man 
beside her. ; 

“Well, do you know Iam not the rich man I 
seem ; that Instead of being master of Vernon 
Grange and {ts thousands I am master of nowhere 
and four hundred a year.’ : 

"T am sorry.” 

* And I am glad.” 


‘To makes what I want to tell you easier, 
Nell, do you know I love you!” 

*' T never thought of is,” 

“ Do you love me?” 

Tae scales fell from her syes now, she knew 
the truth at last; she loved her dreamland hero 
as her very soul. If Regloaid Denzil had been a 
paragon instead of a very black sheep, he would 
yet have falied to win hie wife’s heart, for, 
unknown to herself, ever since she met him her 
love had been given to Sir Guy. 

*' Nell, do you love ma!” 

Uy Oh 1 bh ” 

He’ looked up into the clear blue sky, and then 
into the eyes which matched {t {fn colour and 
purity, There was’ a strange huskiness fa his 
voice as he began, bat ft cleared and grew 
stronger ashe went on. 

** Noll, this fs no time for conventionalities or 
subterfuge ; you must be pretty miserable, That 
man must havewrecked your life pretty thoroughly 
or you would not at your age contemplate a 
eulcide’s grave, Obild, you give me a plain 
answer to my question—do you love me!” 

She knéw he meant to have his answer ; there 
was no shade of coquetry {a Nell’s natare, She 
replied simply, and without a blash. She knew 
how hopeless was the love she owned to, and 
at ne supreme moment she could not deny it, 

* Yes, 

It was the answer he had expected ; he had 
read it in her eyes before her lips gave it, He 
stood there for one moment in silence, then he 
took the giri’s trembling fingers in bis hand, 
almost crashing them {a his vice-like clasp. 

“Nell, we love each other, you and I, Ia all 
this world only oue creature can be wronged by 
our belonging to each other. What is the man 
the law calis your husband that- our hsppiness 
should be sacrificed to him *” 

Nell trembled. 

" He ls my husband |” 

"He owes the relationship toa fraud ; bat 
for a false name, bab for a clever tissue of Iles, 
you would never have married him.” 

*' Never !” ’ 

z ona has made 50a wretched 7” 


"Then, Nell, I say that rom vows to him 
can’t be binding on you, that you are as free 
in Heaven's sight as though you had never 
stood with him in a church, and sworn to be his 


She did no} answer him—she could nob, One 
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ago. 

The ship was the world, The danger, Indeed, 
threatened only her. The danger of belng found 
by Reginald Denzil, and forced to return to h'. 
protection, that was the “ shipwreck” that had 
seemed so fearfal; and here was Gay Vernon 
offering to effect her escape, holding out to her a 
rops of white hyacinths, or pleasures; but to 
grasp what he offered her, just as fa the dream, 
she must trample on her marriage vows, or upon 
& plain gold ring. 

Her aflence irritated Gay. : 

"You owe him no duty, no consideration !|"’ he 
went on, fieresly, “He will have what tempted 
him to persecute you into wedding him—your 
fortane, Let him keep ft. I have no _ 
wealth to offer you ; bat I can give you s t 
which will love you while it beats, and I will work 
with all my strength to give you a home worthy 


your birth, 

"Don’t!" she gasped, falatly; ‘don’t talk 
like that! ” 

“I must! Neill, don’t you see, won't you 
understand, that man has no real claim on you! 
The law may be on his side; but In Heaven's 
sight, in the eyes of all right-minded people, you 
would be mine.” 

" And you love me?” 

"I love you with every fibre of my heart. 
Child, you cannot put from you devotion 
such as mine? I wiil stand between you and 
every sorrow; you shall never know a grief. I 
— o- for your love to be the sunbeam of my 

e1” 

“T love you!” aaid Uslen Charteris, ‘' Ih fs 
wrong, I know ; bat I can’t help it.” 

“Itis nob wrong. Nell, you loved me before 
ever you gave yourself to him, In my {dea you 
are my wife, not his! ” 

“Oh, hush 1” 

“Do you doubt my love? Do you think I 
wonld not be as sure and falihful to you as 
though you were a dozen times my wedded 
wife?” 

The girl looked up ab the clear blue sky, and 
thought of the little child waiting for up 
there, She knew she was giving up every chance 
of happiness fo her life. She knew, and this burt 
her even more, she wae blighting the future of 
the man she loved; but the thought of little 

th nerved her for the effort, 
hen Nell’s eyes came down to earth again her 
choice was made, her sacrifice determined. 

"TI know you love me,” she sald to Gay Vernon, 
looking Jnto his eyes with a wondrous Nght in 
her own. “Iam quite sure of it, aud by that 
love I ask you to do one thing for me.” 

“ A bundred 1” 


> “Lonly ask one. Promise me I shall not ask 


in vain |” 

tr I promise.” 

He coald not understand the agony written on 
her face, He had no {dea of what was threatening 


him. 

“Up there!” sald Nell, and her eyes turned 
once more with thelr burdeh of sorrow to the 
avare sky. “ Up there, wal for me, is o lidtie 
me my boon ! 
I ask that you will help me so to live and so to 
ee ae oe ee 

leb 


by who breathed and 1 to sacrifice 
our lives to her! Oh, Nell!” 
“ Not to her,” corrected Nell ; but to all that 
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tocome when you are happy I can rejoice fo 
your gladness,” 

‘*] shall never be happy without you, Nell. 
You are sacrificiog us both toa mere feeling—a 
sentiment.” 

“You will not say so always! Gay, I feel I 
cannot bear this much longer | Iam sinking— 
hold me!” 

In a moment the strong arm was round her. 
0a, ae it might have been her sappord for 
life 


“Now, tell me how I can help you ?” said 
Gay, Stuns waa on. the ora of 
the village finn by brin an unexpected guest 
Into breakfast, and coffee and toast had brought 
a faint pink flush back to Nell’s cheske, 

She knew by the very tone of his voice that 
om past, A deep thankfulness filled 

eart, 


* Remember, I never mean to lose sight of 
you egain!” went on Sir Guy, gently. “I 
regard your fatare as my special care! Will 
you letb me be your ambassador, and come to 
aome. settled terms with your husband!” 

“No, ob, no!” 

" you go your own relations? {f know 


Lord 0 aud his family wel!, and I am 
certain they would receive you |” 

S What oak gould uittiing but f 

“ When I met —but for an 
ecoldent which Lotte me of the means—I 
should have been fn London.” 


“ You have'friends there t” 

“T have no friends there ; but someone told 
me once—Iit was a girl who sold flowers—of a 
Home, not far from London, where young women 
were taken to train as nurses ; but for the Joss I 
mentioned I should have gone to this Home 
to-day 1” 

“You, a hospitel nurse! 
beanty and childish ways!" 

" T have suffered too muoh ever to be a child 

3 for the rest, it ts the life of all others 


You with your 


I should prefer, if only they did not think me | 


unworthy.” 

" They'd better not dare to! Helen, I shall 
take you there myself! It’s no use, talking ! 
Sarely, if your conscience. demands that you 
make my life lonely, I may have the small 
satisfaction of knowing you are safe from want 
and discomfort !” ' 

So Mrs. Derz!l went to London, butin far 
otherwise than she had {magined, At the very 
moment when that stormy Interview between 
Mr, Devzil and poor Lady Mande was interrupted 
by the party from the Rosery, Nell and her 
knight passed through Gio’ster etation in the 
luxury of a reserved class 

** You are sure of the address }” 

Neil was not sure, but had a belief it was near 


Hammersmith, A directory at a stationer’s In 
Paddington proved }, and Sir Gay and the 
girl he would so ly have made his own 


reached a quaint, rather monastic-looking bufid- 
ing, vob much after three o'clock. - 

“* We will have no concealments |’ whispered 
Guy. “It I am to leave you here I must 


before a very old lady, with a sweet face 
and soft white halr came {n, The a she 
came within sight of Nell her whole face changed; 
the first grave, then sad, and 

tolled slowly down her cheeke, 

“TI beg your on, my dear,” ahe said, taking 
the 4 in her own and kissing her. 
“The resembiance to my dear friend almost 
overcame me ; I thought for the moment, forget- 
ting the lapse of time, that she stood before me. 
Of course, I understand now that you are her 
daughter,” 


“Medam, we had no such hope as to find a 
friend by inheritance in coming here. I called 
hs ae: care and kindness for this young 

y. 


Bot the Superfor would not Ifsten. 
“She must be alen’s daughter,” declared 
the old lady ; “ the resemblance fe too strong to 





be accidental It must be more than twenty 
years since Magdalen left us to marry Mejor Char- 
teris, and, of course, this is her daughter,” 

The name was s revelation to Gay ; it was his 
turn to be now, 

“I was nm Charterle until last January,”’ 
wald Nell,sadly, “Then I married, and fb turned 
outa great mistake. Madam, I have done nothing 

bat I am , very unhoppy. I had 
h to find a refuge , and that you would 
have let me join the girls you have as nurses of 
the sick.” 

“‘ Magdalen’s daughter must be welcome,” 
ead the ae kindly; “‘butoh! my child, 
Tem grieved to hear your story ; I had wished 
you a happler fate than your poor mother’s, Sir 
Gay will tell you hers was sed enough.” 

“Sir Gay! He never knew my mother.” 

** Bat be bears the same name,” 

“ My mother’s name was Clifford.” 

** My dear, her first husband wae a Mr. Clifford, 
but there wasa flawio the marrfage, and it was 
not legal ; that was the sorrow of her life, She 
was an exile from home, a widowed childless 
mother when she came to us. She found peace 
within these walle, and became one of the most 
trasted nurses. Ib was in her professional dutica 
that she wet Mejor Charteris.” 

* This is wonderful |” cried Gay. Madam, do 
you know that for months past I have been 
seeking Magdalen Vernon or the heirs. I have sn 
money and large fortune I hold in trust for 
t ” 

“'T cannot understand the difficulty. Colonel 
Charteris (I read of his promotion) knew quite 
well that his wife’s true name was Vernon.” 

* Bat he has been dead some years.” 

"Then I can understand it. When Magdalen 
came to us her name was a source of trouble to 
her. She was not legally Mrs. Clifford ; ehe could 
not bear to call herself Vernon. I suggested she 
should take the name of Brown ; {t was harmless 
snd commor ! could never provoke Inquiry! Of 
course her husband knew the whole troth of her 
story. For precaution’s sake they were married 
twice, once in the chapel attached to this house 
by our own chaplafx, who died soon after, and 
afterwards at a Registrar’s Office In London, 
where the bride fs simply described as Mogdalon 
Brown. I hold the certificate of the first marrisge, 
signed In full by Magdalen Vernon ; and I can 
show you {t this minute, Mrs. Charteris preferred 
to leave it with me when she went abroad. The 
secret was nob confided to her husband's family, 
oh yee to his ee oe, 80 feared oy wife's 
ead story becoming public property. owever, 
the fact of her having been a hospits! nurse, com- 
ing from a charitable Home, enreged Lord Char- 
teris, and he would never see ber.’ 

"Nell, do that you know you are the mistress 
of Vernon G and most of my fortune?” 

“T could not take ft, What good would it do 
ye, he point jasbthen, He bad 

ay did nob prese t it jast then. e@ bade 
farewell to Helen. The Superior would have left 
them alone, but he could not wish the agony of 
another (éte 4 téte. He lingered after she had 


**She is my life's love, madam, You will! be 
eer ee es 


h 
me o my best for Mag- 
dalen’s ; bat Sir Gay, is she, indee?, an 


i 


ings. He had missing hefress ; he had 
rescued Nell from Foemrc--oee Bs mar 
a sinful death. knew she loved him, and 





larger share In his feellogs than pleasure av he 
drove away. 

" At least she fs safe from him, He will not 
dare to molest her thore, and she has a roof over 
her head, food and ralment—aye, and kindly 
words ; bub think what her life will be! Jast 
that of » caged bird, a cloistered nun, and ehe « 
girl " twenty! Oh! the crael mockery of 

a ” 


CHAPTER XX, 


Tus Oherteris family, with Mr, Cleghorn’s 
assistance, at last convinced Mr. Denz'! that hie 
wife wae nod concealed on Narse Hdwardse's 
premises, 

He went off \tormiog—tin a temper the reverse 
of celestia!. Lady Mande packed her things, and 
retarned home with Meg. The little honse 
hed grown distastefal to her now ** Pearl” was 
gone, 

"She was my own cousin! I am so glad we 
found her{” eald Meg, simply. ‘'Aontle, I 
would like to put a cross on little Hyacinth’s 
grave 1” 

**So you shall, dear! Thab poor young 
mother, my heart aches for her! Meg, how 
could she have merried that man t” 

Life was settling down io {ts usual groove at 

Charteris when a letter came to Fir Cottege, 
bearfug the postmark of Charing Cross, and 
addressed to Lady Maude. It held a few lines, 
elgned “Pearl,” and expressing the writer's 
warmest gratitude for all the kindness shown ber, 
She was well and safe, She hoped that all prees- 
fog danger from her husband's seeking her was 
over. 
*' It Isn't, I'm sure!” sald Lady Mande, when 
she had read the letter, and passed it to Mog. 
** If ever a man looked desperate, and seb on his 
own way, Mr. Denzil was when he left uz!” 

"T have something to tell you about Reginald 
Derzil, Aunt Mande, don’t say anything against 
him jast now, or you will be sorry for it.” 

The speaker was Nell Charteris, He bad come 
in ee the open window—a newspaper in his 


"Well, I'm eure you abused him yourself, 
Nell, as much as anyone, nob three weeks sgo, 
when he was so troublesome to as at G'o'ster !"” 
returned Lady Mande, 

"He was not one of my friends,” said Dr, 
Charteria ; “but yep I would rather not speak 
sgafost him now! Piloase read thie, or perbaps 
you bave seen the Times?” 

“ Meg hae not had time bo open It, and I never 
look at it for myzelf.” 

“Ah! Then this will be news to you!” 

He beld the paper open before her, and potnted 
to an announcement {in the first column, Lady 
Mande’s face was a study as she read ft, 

"Oo October the firat, suddenly, at Clarges- 
street, Piccadilly, Reginald Denzil, Fisq., aged 
twenty-nine,” 

* Dead !” 

" Jaa that, auntie. I havea letter, too, from 
the Doctor, It wae all over a dose of chloral 
which he took to Indace sleep, It seems he 
aoffered from nervons restlessness, They have 
written to me as hie wife’s nearest relation, My 
father being abroad, [ shall have to go up and 
see to the funeral.’ 

“T wish you could find Nell, and bring her 
home to us.” 

Dr. Charteris did not find Nell in Cilarges- 
street, but he found one very unwelcome in- 
truder—his own elster-in-law. 

Mrs, Merton had been on terms of easy {nti- 
macy with Mr, Denzil, and she seemed to think 
{t quite her province to arrange the funeral. 

Dr, Charteris was very gentie with her for bia 
wife’s sake, bub he ineleted on her leaving the 
house, and as she seemed upset and shaken by 
the sudden death he sent her and her maid off to 
Beauville to join the Travers’ ménxage Here 
very soon after the news of ber husband’s death 
reached her. The Major could not leave Isola 
penniless, bitterly though she decelved him. 

He bequeathed her a thousand a-year, and on 
that she lives very gally, if nob very happily 
abroad, 
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But te return, Within an hour of Mrs. Mer-] can’t. You see, Lens, my whole life seems * Nell" a 
ton’s exodus Gay Vernon’s card was brought to . It looked like ft, 
Dr, Charteris, who was obliged, perforce, to stay | “It won't be so always, dear.” “T am poor, and you are rich” 
tn Olarges-etreet until be had settled matters, Felends seemed unwilling it should bs, even | ‘“ You have Vernon Grange!” 
“T thought you had qaite deserted ue! ’ was| now. Vernon Grange was still nominally Sir “Tole yours.” 
Nell’s greeting. “ Why did you never anewer a | Gay's; bat he was travelling abroad, and there "I will never have it.” 
card I sent you nearly three weeks ago!” came & warm invitation for Nell to go “ Never!” 


“To confess the truth, I baven’t been in 
Cecll-street for nearly two months, I'm 
to-night, and rather wonder what reception 
shal) meet with.” 

“ How did you guess I should be here?” 

“I thought ft probable I should meet you or 
your father. I have jast come from Mrs, 
Denzil!” 

 Mce, Denzil 1” 

Neil's tone wae so purtarbed ; Is demanded 
an explanation, Gay gave it. Giadly thankfal 
from his very heart was he now that Nell had 
been brave enough to make that sacrifice on a 
September morning at Riversdale nod so very 
long ago, for now he could meet the scratiny of 
Dr, Caarteris with perfect case. 

“When your unhappy cousin was forced to 
leave the protection of Lady Maude she took re- 
fuge in an Institution of Nursing Sisters near 
Hammersmith. She is what I sappose you would 
call a lady-boarder, Tha Soperfor knew and 
loved her mother, #0 I am pretty sure she would 
do her best for the poor girl.” 

* Aod I was wonderlog how she was to be 
found! Poor girl! what a chequered life she 
has had! Well, now, I suppose, after all these 
months of doubt, we shall make acquaintance 
with our cousin in her own character at last,” 

** Aud fn a new one, too. D» you know her 
mother was a Vernon, and Helen Danzil fe the 
true heiress of Vernon Grange, whic’ all the world 
has so long called mine} I shall yield {0 all to 
her so soon as the first shock of her release has 
worn off, and she fs calm enough to understand 
business matters,” 

“We resily must not call ber ‘poor’ any 
longer. Why, she will be the richest hefress ip 
Englend !”” 

* Bat how she has suffered |” 

‘Aye, Just twenty, and yet a widowed wife, 
a childless mother! Poor girl, hers has been a 
sad springtime! Heaven grant the summer may 
be fairer | ” 

" Amen 1” 

Helen Denzil had @ long, lovg illness when the 
reaction atter those months of anxious fears set 
in. For weeks she hovered between life and 
death, then the good nursing Sietera could not 
bear to part with her antil she was quite strong. 

So the old year had faded quite away, and the 
new one was some months old before she 
accepted the {invitation of Mrs. Oharterfa to 
come and psy a long visit at the Rosery, and 
make acquaintance with her relations. 

Nell had seen her uncle and Neil before this, 
and had told them both she would not touch a 
penny of her grandfather's wealth, 

In vain they reasoned, She sald, gently, with 
the income her father bequeathed to her she was 
rich enough. As soon as ever she came of age 
she would sigo a formal document, renouncing all 
claim to Caarteris Hall and its revenues for her- 
self and her heirs for ever. 

If it could be done no other way she declared 
the entall must be cut off; bub everyone con- 
sulted was of opinion that {s could be done qulte 
legally, bat thao Mra. Denzil had no right to 
deepoll herself, 

“I shall never cara for Charteris,” sald Nell, 
simply, You will let me come and see you 
sometimes, and welcome me as a relation! The 
place fs too much mixed up with the past In 
my mind for me to bear the thought of living 
there.” 

It was May when Mrs. Denzil went to the 
Rosery, and very soon after her arrival she stood 
godmother to her cousin Nefl's first sop, who 
was called Cilfford at ber express wieb. 

"I would not have asked yon if baby had been 
a girl,” whispered Lit. “It would have reminded 
you too much,” 

Nell’s eyes filled with tears, 

" Hyacinth is in Heaven!” she sald, sorrow- 


ally. ‘‘I know I ovght to be glad; but I 
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and let things take 
terribly from remorse ; I never had a happy hour 
after I knew how things were with you.” . 

Nell klesed her gently, 

* Dear Lady Decima, the past fs past. I have 
known heavy trouble, bat light ts dawning 
beyond the clouds. And Sir Gay must never 
think of giving me the Grange. I don’t want it; 
I won’t have it.” 

Oae great pleasure Nell had in Monmouth- 
shire. Her dear friend Lady Lillian—now a 
blithe little countess of six weeke’ standing— 
came, at Lady Decima’s invitation, to spend 
three nights at the Grarge. 

“Oh, my dear, my dear |” cried Lil, when she 
had kiseed her friend and wept over her a little. 
“How wonderful it all seems! I will never try 
my fortune again, never. I should be afraid ; 
for see how true they have come, yours and mine 
too!” 

“T don’t think you want a second fortune, Lil 
dear ; the first is ought enough.” 

** And whatof yours! What of your dream, 
Nell? Shall you make the hyacinth knight 
heppy! I can guess his oame—Sir Gay 
Vernon |” 

It was many months before Helen and the 
“hyacioth knight” met again, and when they 
did it was by accident—the second spring of her 
widowhood, Nell was again staying at the 
Rosery ; and one morning she and Lit drove 
over to see old Narse Edwards, Lit was well 
content to be-left at the Ootsege for an hour or 
so, to glean nursery ints from ite mistress, 
Nell tarned the ponies’ neads towards Riveradale ; 
the strangest of all longinge was on to see again 
the spot where Gay Vernon had told her of his 
love, 

Jast the same, save that the month was May 
instead of November, that the trees were bud- 
ding green instead of changing colour ; jast the 
same, all eave Neil’s life, Could Ip be that her 
life was like the year, snd had put away its 
shadows and crowned itself with budding hopes! 

She was not far from twenty-two now; her 
beanty had matured and ripened, bat her face 
had still its own wistfal charm. A lovely dig- 
nifed woman was Mrs. Denzil, but she had still 
the sweet face of lictle Neil. 

And so thought a man who stood watching her 
in perfect ailence—a man who, journeying from 
the West to London; had broken his journey at 
Glo'ster jast to revisit the spot where the 
greatest joy, the keenest pain of his life had come 
to him. 

“Gay!” 

" Neil!” 

Just the same salutation as of yore, but how 
changed the faces! The woman’s brow was full 
of gladness ; the man’s was serious, almoat sad, 

“T thought you had forgotcen me,” 

“ Nell, you could not think that,” 

“Well, you never came near me,” 

* Did you care?” 

She raleed her eyes to his face—thorse eyes 
which have been the star of all Gay’s wanderings ; 
then she blushes crimson and whispers, — 

‘© Yes. I wanted you, Gay,” 
“Sweetheart, you know why I hesitated,” 
“* You despised mo," 


“ Never | unless———” 

He bent towards her with open arms, 

“ My darling, will you take the old homestead 
and me with ib? Darling, will you gladden my 
heart and gild my whole life with sunsbine 
yracone Figs wife, Lady Vernon, of Vernon 


“Do you wish ib }” 

* Wish it! It is the one desire of my heart,” 

“T am not worthy,” 

“Not worthy! You are worthy all that love 
eo Nell, I have loved you from the 


“And I you. Guay, our love won’t be the les 
lasting because {t has been tried in the furnace.” 

My darling, no,” 

And then a great deep joy withio their hearts. 
The affianced pair drove slowly back to Naree’s 
cottage ; the engagement was published that 
very day, and warm and fervent were congratu- 
lations that flocked in. 

" Oaly,” sald Lena Charteris, half-regretfally, 
“this ought to have happened two months ago.” 

“ Why!” demanded Nell. ‘Surely May isa 
more salbable time for rejoicings than bleak cheer- 
less March,” ~ 

“Ia March I could have gone up to the hot- 
house at the Hall, Nell, and gathered you some 
white hyacinths, but there are none left now.” 

Dr. Charteris shook his head. 

“ Lit, how superstitions she Is,” he sald, half 
jestingly to Gay. “I do believe she believes no 
event in Nell’s life can be authentic withoat the 
fatervention of the flowers which have been so 
mixed op with her life’s story.” 

Lit pouted very prettily. 

** I believe something else,” she said, patheti- 
cally; “only I know you'll ail call me super- 
stitious ff I tell you,” 

“You must risk that, please, Mrs, Charteris,” 
aald Sir Gay, “ for we are all longlog to know.” 

“Tl tell you if she won't,” put io Neil, tals- 
chievously ; “' she confided to me not five minutes 
ago that she believed Nell was VeRNoN's 
Dustiyy.” 

[THE END.) 








GIVE HIM BACK TO ME. 


—0— 
CHAPTER XXVI,. 
DANGEROUSLY GOOD LOOKING. 


AND 80 the days passed on, and.nothing more was 
heard of Mr. 8S. John, alias Jack Sartorls. 
Those who knew him under his own name, and 
no other, were not {n the least surprised ad his 
disappearance. They sald that he had beso 
vanishing on and «ff during the last six or seven 
years, so that there was nothing to be astonished 
at if he went off from a country house in the 
middle of the night, esepecially as he was 
probably bored to death by the restraints of 
conventional life after camping out In the 
Rockies, or trying adventures {n the Ander, 

It was no ure arking where be was, for {f his 
bankers knew they were bound in honour not to 
tell, though probably they wonld undertake 
to forward avy letters to his present address. 

Lady Stapleton wrote to him, and sent the 
letter under cover to Messrs Gordon and Gregson 
requesting them to forward it at once to Mr. 
Sartorfs, in answer to which she had a» pollte 
intimation to the effect that her wishes should be 
attended to as soon as possible, but they were 
doubtful as to his address at the present moment. 
In the letter, che told him of Violet’s {ilvess, and 
implored him to return at once, taking care 00 
mention that the {Ilnces was brought on by the 
shock of being told too suddenly the false 
report of his own death. Of course she added 





(her firm conviction that his presence would 
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work Violet’s Instant cure, and after such an 
assertion she knew shat be was nob likely to 
tarry by the way. 

For a Httle while she confidently ageres him, 
but nobody arrived, except fat old . Milton, 
the h a wong Priory. seardys «po: 
ladyabip’s ion for coming w she wasn’t 
ein! disctlly heard that her dear 
mistress was il), she felt that nothing could keep 

was 
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It I've got thing to do I always can do it when 
those that are younger than me baveto givein. Bat 
there's one favour, my lady,” her voice softening, 
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Sartorla is, but why do you want to bring St. 
agar pan + 9 adeangeenhacmencaet sl 
very gently. 

His wife had left ro room, and Bn darn 
alone together. Lady Stapleton sa» quite quietly, 
revolving an Important question in her mind, 
She bad found some comfort in her confiding in 
Mrs, Milton, bat Oyril would be still better, 
recollected that the two men had 
each other, and even in the old daye 
had always “a stand-offish ” 
id friend of the family. 
are of his secret being told 

tely he seemed cordially to 
night, somebody sald they 
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BODE, inetesd of going up- 
sobbing her heart out on the 


“Sobbing then before the telegram was 
found!” Lady Stapleton was intensely puzzled. 

“ Yea, poor child. She actually conldn’t speak. 
I tried to comfort ber,” his fair face slightly fash- 
ing as he thought of how he had held her hands 
in his, and kissed them ; ‘‘ but it was no good, 
And then-——” 

“Well, what then!” as he hesltated, 

"TI slipped and cat my head, I suppose I 
fainted, for I woke up, on the floor, with Violet 
bending over me in an awful fright.” 

“Dear! What a thoughtless child she is!” 
in atone of great annoyance. ‘‘ And I suppose 
your head was on her knee, and her arm round 


. “Mra. Sar- 
was fn the usual attitude fn which she would 
be if ehe picked up a man whom she did not want 
to bleed to death.” 

“And Mr, Ss. John saw you like that?” 


Ls often did 
when b 
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“Because if you had been nobody would be 
jealous of you,” she sald imprudently. 

Cyril Lyndon eat bots orig, and his face grew 
stern. “Ifyou mean Mr. St. John, let me ask 
you what right be has to be jealous of me or any- 
one else with regard to Mrs. Sartoris ?”’ 

Lady Steplton stood up, and looked out at the 


carriage, which she was thankful to see was etand- 
ing at the door, 

“Did the want of a right ever stop anyone 
from being jeslous, or cross, or unreasonable }”’ 

"Perhaps not,” rising as he spoke ; ‘‘ but when 
fellows sre jealous withgut the smallest right we 
don’t pub ourselves out abont ft, that’s all, and 
we are apt to think ft great impertinence.” 

Lady Stapleton flashed, feeling that he was 
entirely right from his point of view, and equally 
wropg from hers. Mabel returned at that 
moment, bringing with her a novel which she had 
gone to fetch for Lady Stapleton, and the conver- 
sation was abruptly changed, 

As Lady Stepleton drove home through the 
leafy lanes, her miod was greatly distarbed. The 
quarrel had evidently been more serious than she 
imagined, and she had an idea that Cyril had 
actually been knocked down by Mr, St. Jobn, 
thongh at present unwilling to confess ft, If 
Jack were madly jealous, aud Viclet told him to 
g9, it was highly probabie that he left England at 
once, vowing never to return, and six years at 
least might elapse before he came back. 

Whilet she was grieving over the untowardness 
of present events, Mrz. Milton had penetrated 
{nto the room which s few days before had been 
ocoupled by Jack Sartoris, and with fond hands 
pve loved to touch, examined bis various posses- 
sions, 

There was a bandsome travelling-bag, much 
the worse for wear, besides a bat-box, the case for 
his Gshing-rod, and two shabby portmanteaus, 
one much smaller than the other, which, to judge 
by the scraps of raliway-labels ornamenting the 
leather covering, had evidently travelled half 
over the world. ’ 

Presently she returned to Violet's room carry- 
fing io her hand several articles of clothiog which 
wanted a stitch here and there. Livtle did the 
poor girl guess, as she tossed from side to side, 
that ber dear old housekeeper was sitting close 
beside the bed putting » button on to one of 
her bueband’s shirts ; or that that insignificant 
little button, worth not half » farthing, would 
= important part in the history of 

fe 


OHAPTER XXVII. 
IN THE MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT 


Prrears {t was thanks to Mrs. Milton’s nure- 
ing that the invalid began to mend. There 
was not much Improvement for some time, 
but the attacks of delirlam grew lese vivient, and 
the cries for her lost husband less Incessant. lr 
Benjamin Tagg, the eminent physician from 
London, gave it as his opinion that the criels was 
over, and Dr. Roche agreed with him. Mr. 
Bertle Mayne, a very grand young man with a 
good-looking face somewhat like his sister's, ran 
dewn to Holly Bank as soon as he could get free 
from his important duties as private secretary 
to a Cabinet Minister. He was very fond of 
Violet, and always fn a state of smothered 
indignation against her husband. 

“Tell you what she wants, aunt,” he ssid, 

his moustaches into a finer pofnt, as 
he leant nst the prettily decorated mantel- 
— in bondoir, “Vi would be a dif- 
erent creature {f she would Jet that dull hole 
down at Leighton, take a small house in 
London—say in Chester-street, Belgravia, 
and throw herself into the full swing of the 
season.” 

“ All very well, my dear boy, but you forget 
two things, money and a chaperov,” said Lady 
Stapleton composedly. 

**Ob, hang it all! We've got plenty of money 
amongst us without poaching on Sartoris,” puil- 
ing up his collar; ‘‘and as to a chaperon, I'd take 
her about. She's a good-looking girl robody 
need be ashamed of, and wherever I couldn't 
manage {t, she could fall back upon thav nice 
Uttle thing, Mre. Landon. Cyril talke of coming 
up fn the spring.” 

“That wouldn't do at all,” sald his aunt 
hastily, with her fears about Jack's jealousy of 
Landon fresh in her mind, "It fs alwaye better 





for a girl. to be with ber own relations. I wae 
thinking of going down to Brook-street, and of 
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course I should be delighted to have Violet with 
me, I can’t bear to be alone.” 

“The very thing!" cried Bartle, “ Couldn’t 
be better. My dear aunt, you are an angel |" 

Oa the con , 'macelfiah old woman, I 
love the child, and I can’t.do without her.” 

“Well, suppose we say ‘a brick.’ An angel 
would be eo far above me. I couldn’t appre- 
ane her,” smiling down into her kindly 


She returned the smile, for she was fond of 
her nephew, though sometimes amused at the 
amount of “ swagger” he put on. 

"Now go. I know you are dying to havea smoke, 
Find _ Ralph Armitage, and have a c'garette 

1b er. ” 


A slight shade crossed his face, 

“'Why is Armitage still hanging about ths 
place? The others have had the decency to go, 
Why doesn’t he take himself «ff 1” 

Lady Stapleton looked down at the newspaper 
on her knees, as if she had found something of 
great inderest, 

" He saved her life you must remember.” 

“Yes, 1 know,” biting his lip, for the sub- 
ject was very unpleasant to him. ‘Bat I don’t 
stppoee he means to stand on guard over her for 
the rest of her life, like a policeman, Shall I 
- bima bint? That sort of thing carried on in 

ondon would create a scandal }"’ 

“On, pray be careful! ‘Tas Armitagea have 
euch awful tempers,” feeling uneasy, she scarcely 


































There must be no connection between his death 


and the night of the storm, It would be safest 
that fv ehould 


































He had always taken it for granted that he 
possessed as much courege as any Hoglishman, 
but now he was the verlest cow in the 


A white sheet on a broomstick—the bogey of 
childhood—would have made him fall down fn a 
fit, as he made his way with shoeless feet back 
down the silent corridor to the shelter of his own 


room. 

Was it fancy, or did he hear a volce In the 
distance calling ont, as he closed the door gently 
behind him,— 

x seit hopin gu a 

o t once 
tried to send bien on to America or Siberia io 
search of herhusband. Then his heart had failed 
him, as he thought of the long journey without 
much hope of a reward, Now he told himeelf that 
he would have travelled as fer and as continu- 
ously as the wanderiog Jew, if by so travelling 
he could have brought Jack Sartoris out of the 
jaws oar and himself the priceless gift of 


ace 

But, alas! the past may always be repented of, 
but rarely can be andone. 

B-fore he went to bed that night he managed 
to squeezs the small portmanteau Into his own 
larger one, This left but lHttle room for his own 
things, but he crammed fn as many as he could, 
forcing them in with all his strength, until it was 
almost impossible to bring the lid down Into tw 
proper places, He sat down upon It, and after 
much exertion contrived to lock ft, 

Then he gathered up some epotiess shirts, and 
Seb eveyiling er Ubtiatl seaagy bo hs exe 
d or con usu 
sa everything teary 

The daylight was streaming into his room 

before sll his work was done,and when he was 
able to filog himeelf on his bed the most gruesome 
fancies kept haunting his mind, and he could not 
sleep a wink. 
Abd last he fell Into a dozs, and dreamt that 
Jack Sartorie’s corpse was hidden in the portman- 
teau ; that he was bound to take ib with him 
wherever he went; that ft was under his seat at 
a dinner party ; that It got between him and hile 
partner at a-ball'; that io wedged Itself between 
himself and hie bride at vhe alter-rafl. 

He woke shuddering with horror as the 
wedding-ring slipped through bls trembling fingers 
into the band of thecorpse. Was ft an omen } 


He told Lady Stapleton that he would have to 
run up to town op Toursday. He thanked her 
exceedingly for her hospitality, and begged to 
plecs himeelf at her disposal, if he could be of any 
service to her, She thanked him fn return, and 
asked him to keep his eyes and ears wide open fo 


ease he might ees or hear anythiog of Mr. Sr. 
= 
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promised gravely. 
“ How ill he looks !'’ thought Lady Stapleton, 


tion at dinner, 

On Wednesday night he stole along the corridor 
with nolseless tread, and stopped at the door of 
what had once beea Mr, St. John’s room. 

As he laid his hand on the handle a shrill cry 
came from the other end of the pawsage, and the 
candle clattered on the floor. It was the volce of 
one whom he had cruelly wronged—the voice of 
the. wife calling for the husband whom he bad 
murdered. 

“ Jack! Jack! come back! Why don’t you 
answer me?” 

A glacial thrill ran through his veins, They 
had told him that her delirtum had paseed away. 
Why did she cali like that! It was as if she 
knew ! 1? 

He ed the door and ehnt it quickly behind 
him, whilst the a stood out In large 
beads upon his forehead. He gave. a nervous 
look round, but the room wasempty, There was 
no one there to epy upon hia actions, or to ask 
how he, of all people in the world, could dare 
meddle with the belongings of the dead. 

He did not like the task he had seb himself, 
but evidently thinking that the sooner he set 
about it the sooner it would be over, he lifted a 
small portmanteau out of a corner, threw ft opsn, 
and presently filled ft with euch articles of cloth- 
fog asa man would be likely to take with him 
when going from home on a short viait. 

All this he did as hurriedly as possible, and then 
he opened the handsome dressing-bag and spilt 
the grease of the candie over the gold top of the 
eau-de-Calogne bottle, in his anzlety to fiad some 
visitiog cards, Jast ss he had almost given up 
hope of finding any, he discovered a few at the 
bottom of a eide pocket, 

How surprised he would have been to see the 
name of Sartoris upon them, instead of St, John, 
ff ft had not been for that one last glance! 
There {t was in fall,— 


Mr. Sartoris, 
Farndon Court, D:von.*” Carlton Ciab, 
London, 


why. 

“I don’ care if he abuses me like a pickpocket, 
He's nothing to me, nor bis sister either. Seems 
to me the one is as eweet on the husband as the 
other on the wife. They both want a lesson, and 
I shouldn't be surprieed if I gave ft them,” with 
a knowing nod, as he left the room. 

“ Peay be careful,” Lady Stapleton repeated. 

The future seemed full of pitfalls, into which 
those she had loved best were likely to stray, and 
she could only watch and wait, and confide them 
both to the care of Providence, ’ 

Bertie was a continual torment to Ralph Armi- 
tege. He asked such direct questions and euch an 
amount of them, and seemed so ame zed {f he got 
anything but a direct anewer, For some reason 
best known to himaelf, he seemed particularly 
interested In Me, Se. John; although he did not 
suspect his identity with Jack Sartoris for a» 
moment, and Ralph was nearly driven mad by 
his utterly refusing to believe that a man would 
voluntarily waft five hours at a railway station, 
especially without a hat, when there was plenty 
of time for him to returp, gob another, have a 
good rest, and start afresh, 

“I don’t know the fellow ; probably never saw 
him ; but {f he were friend of mine I should 
go into mourning for hic, for I’m sure his body 
fs in the Crannock,” he would say, with firm con- 
‘viction. 

“TI saw him a mile or two beyond.” 

“TI know that, but he masb bave come back to 
Jook for his hat, and tumbled in.” 

“You forget that it is proved that he was at 
the railway station.” 

“I know some fellow was there without a 
hat, but that won’t convince me that fb was Mr, 
St. John, I lost mine that very night in Sb. 
James’s-street,” 

And so he would go on discussing the matter 
with most eager interest for half-an-hour, and 
bye dropping {t as euddenly as he bad taken 

b up. 
Sometimes be would urge that the Crannock 
ld be dragged, and arge {t vehemently, too, as 
were golng to give the necessary orders for 
it the very next day ; but when the morrow came 
it had passed out of his miad, or eles he allowed 
his suggestions to be pooh-poohed by his aunt. 

All this drove Ralph distracted, and now he 
made up hie mind that he had better tarn his 
back on Holly Bank before he waz reduced to 
the condition of a lomatic. Violet was oub of 
danger, s0 that he could leave withont zo terrible 

a pang Ashe lay awake ab olght he plenned 
out the fature for himself and the woman he loved 
so repkleesly, She must be convinced that her 
husband was dead, and all the world must know 
ib too, or else she could never be Indaced to 
marry him. Bat how was this to be done! 
- 


s 


‘ 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 
“THE. MARQUIS OF BELFEATHER.” 


Lapy Srarreron’s house fa Brook-street wae 
furnished wivh a due regard to comfort and 
elegance, She was one of those people who are 
content to follow the fashion~#o far as it suite 
them, but no farther, 

Tone “halle were adorned with handsom® 
curtains drawn across the archways becauee, 
not only were they pleasant to the eye, bat 
spell in them, then with a shudder thrast the | they also kept out a considerable amount of 
cards into a corner of the portmanteau, and shut | draught. 
the dressing-bag. There were a few old letters Carpete were placed over the polished floors of 
lying in the fender,and amongst them an envelope | the drawing-rooms in the winter because they 
directed In Jack’s handwriting to Lady Staple- | added to the warmth, and nothing would tnduce 
ton. ; her to have straight-backed sofas and chsire {0 

Ib was one which she had returned to him | order to look more correctiy old-fashioned when 
with s few lines from Violet tuside, which she | she considered them so desperately uncomfort- 
thought he would like to eee. The lines had been , 
taken out and treasured near his heart--the 
Me inebhes nero d ted 16 f 

Ral tup , and secre’ or 
tenene use, the colour rushing into hie pale face 
with relief atso valuable a find. It seemed as if 
Fate were indeed playing into his hands, and 
affording him every means of escape, or perhaps 
it = the Evil One bimself, i 

here was something more suggestive of works 
of ae penn wrens es fo ae a lighted 
room, an solitary figare wit Dervous 
eyes darting ever right and left like those of s 
pickpocket fearing the policeman's tap on his 


ider, 
Ralph felt he had sunk immeasurably av the 


He gsued on the fow words as if there were a 


It was now the month of January, with cold 
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As she sat there before the fire, holding up a 
screen of dark red feathers between her face and 


fs she—pretty fi)!” he asked, as he 
this back against the mantelpiece, me 
Soap taki etaas to Majin shonstnn te Homes. 
6D ia t- 
street,” sald bis aunt, pre sa ee: 
“Not jlaclined to kick over the traces 
‘ y 
* My dear boy, what are you thinking of 1” In 
ecandalised reproof. 3 
* Well, know, she may be trained to run 
tn double hernese ocsd not lites is if they try her 
a, Bat here er = Well, hae ce don’t 
together "Ip a tone volan' 
wevict batt when sho sais be 
ot w waa enough to ib the 
eyes of any man who had eyes to see, and taste to 


ome! 
lhe was dressed in black lacs of the finest 
texture, and dlamonds were her only ornaments. 
Too black set off the dazz\ing whiteness of her 
skin and the extreme delfcacy of her beauty, and 
ig could have been more becoming. 

If Jack—poor Jack—conld only bave seen 
her, he would almost have knelt at her feet ! 


F 


** Oh, Bertie, how kind of 1” she exclaimed 
as he put the roses into her and she held 
up her face to his for a kies, 


“ Nothing to speak of, Wouldn't allow any 
other man to give them to you. Now letus beoff” 

He hurried them into the carriage, for it was 
already eleven o'clock, and he did not want his 
slater’s extrée to be ‘spoilt by arriving late, when 
wae too much occupied to look out for 
-comers, 

Like hie aunt, he felb rather nervous, for he 
quite appreciated the awkwardness of his sleter's 
position as a wife without any visible hasband ; 
but ff manor woman dared to show her the 
cold shoulder, he meant to make either rather 
pares Sched By conduct, \ 

went well, The Dachess of Kenslogton gave 
the trio an especially warm welcome, and even 
went a0 far ae to kiss Violet on both cheeks, and 


Her son, the Marquis of Bolfeather, fuslsted 
upon an instantaneous Introduction, and led her 
off in triamph, as ff she had been the belle of the 
last season, 


i 


“You don’t dance? Qalte b, we'll leave fb } 


to the boys and girls, he sald, with youthfal 
conerar soho tee thal bo: ciaateanabioaies he 


Gee RS w pretty women with 
satisfaction, although he was tired to death 
of Girtationa: with the girls; or, ab least, he aald 
‘Namberw of friends claimed acquatntence with 
Violet, aud she reonted shem all wth, the. same 

_ a8 Bertie allowed, 
perfection, | ry het xe 





her refasal, or felt offended at it; and her aunt 
agreed that it was perhaps in better taste, con- 
sidering her uvprotected state, to sit still and 
while away the time in pleasant talk. 

It was perfectly clear from the very beginning 
that nobody, not even the strictest dowager or the 
verlest old maid, meant to fight shy of her. Her 
alr of qulet dignity gave the lie to any report of 
fastness, and Lady Stapleton’s escorts would have 
been snfliclent to cover a multitude of sins, 

Lord Belfeather came back to her later In the 
evening, aud insisted upon taking her fn to 
supper, And when supper was over he took her 
a tour the rooms which were worth 

and of historic interest, 

" How fs it that I have never seen you before)” 
he said, as he sat down by her side in the same 
corner which he had selected beforehand ; ‘‘ surely 
you must have been out of Kogland—lost ina fire 
fountain, or stranded on a mountain.” 

" Lost in Kent,” ehe sald, quietly ;" nob a 
handred miles off,” 

 AndI never knew ib! Oh, to think the time 
that I have wasted |” ho exclaimed, tragically. 
“ Did you rp yourself ander the ground, or in 
a haystack? I've run down to Canterbury often 
for the cricket week, I've been to Dover scores 
of times ; [ve spent a day and a half at Rochester, 
and lived fora fortnight with some fellows of the 

at Woolwich, and if you had been any- 
where about I must have heard of {t,” 

“Bat I wasn't, Nobody heard of me, for I 
was hidden in the little village of Leighton.” 

"I suppose there’s a trout stream and plenty 
of foxes, and your husband's mad about sport! ’’ 

He was sorry directly the words were out of 
his mouth, for he saw a look of pain cross her 
face, and there was a pause before she answered 
in a low voice, — 

“Mad about sport? Yes, Isuppore 20; one 
yesr In the Soudan, another in the Rockies, « 
third on the Andes,” 

‘6 And you are left behind }"’ his eyes opening. 
‘Evidently this man Sartorls did not know whe 
he was fn lack,” he t to bimeelf. 

“ Yer, such a sort of life would not eult me at 
al, I should get sick to death of running 
about.” 

Qalte agree with you. When you ‘stand still 
it gives time for your friends to come up. And 
now that you are ‘ standing still’ in. Brook-street 

ou willlet me take my chance!” looking into 
i eyes with an expression of fervent admiration 
fn his own, 

“ My aunt will be delighted to see you.” 
“ ” —"* you won't be sorry 1” 

“No, It T thought I should be sorry I would 
say ‘Not at home’!” 

“Bat you won't ssy li—promize me you 
won’o!" 

She was looking up with a laughing answer on 
ceed ccs wn nately 
she ht to p tage mi 
go> sole, ocdre nes: the crowd. A cloud 
eyes, as the eight of his face 
reminded her of al! she most wished to forget, 

Take me away,” she sald, in a frightened 
whisper ; " do you see that man! He Is coming— 
and I can’t speak to him.” 

The Marquis looked round and saw who {it was 
she wished to avold, As she stood up, he sald,— 

‘* Allow me! ’ and the next moment hisarm wae 


Lord Belfeather found he had « perfect partner, 


and was delighted with his own of mind ; 
buat when they pulled up after several delightfal 
turns, hes most humbly. 


*T knew you didn’t want to dance, and it was 


s awfally cool of me + but it was the only way.’’ 


“T know {t was,” she sald, gratefally. 

“ And now, don’t you think {t wonld be safer 
to take another turn 1” he asked canningly. 

And so it came to pass that she danced a whole 
waltz with Lord Bolfeather—a dance twice as 


long as any other, for the masfclans recelved a 
hint to go on a little longer whenever they seemed 
inclined to atop, And Violet enjoyed {t, as ahe 
had enjoyed that first dance at the Priory, before 
the footstep on the gravel had roused such tortur- 





ing doubts, An exquisite sense of returning 
youth came over ber, aa her smail feet kept perfect 
time with the music; and she and the young 
Marquis seemed to be floating on the -wings of 
melody, into some sphere of happiness where 
the wretchedness of the past was quite for- 
gotten, And when the dance was over he took 
her to all the out-of-the-way corners he could 
think of, on pretence of eluding the pursalt of 
Ralph Armitage ; and was delighted at the con- 
sciousness of having established this brand-new 
friendship on quite a confidential footing. 

“We won't ask the fellow if you've the 
amallest objection to meeting him,”’ he promised, 
as indeed he was ready to promise anything, for 
there was a look In Violet's eyes which seemed to 
go straight to his impressionable youvg heart. 
A chivalrous desire rose in his breast to do some- 
thing for her—some little service for which she 
might give him a word of gratitude, and one of 
her wondrous smiles, 

Her husband was a brute to leave her in such 
@ forlorn condition, and again and again he 
wondered that one so beautiful should be so 
cruelly neglected. 

Bertie laughed at the air of devotion with 
which the Marquis attended his sister to the cloak- 
room and carriage, and at the judicious undertone 
fn which he asked if he might call and inquire 
a she was between four and five the next 

ay. 

* Tf yon don’t mind the trouble,” she said, with 
asmile, ‘‘ One of the footmen will be able to tell 

ou,” 

: Lord Belfeather bib the end of his mall 
moustache, as he bowed and stepped back, and 
he went back again up the broad staircase with a 
puzzled expression on hie face. Didehe mean Jb 
fora snub! Could she possibly mean that he 
wasn’t to goin? Had hedone anything to offend 
her? His conscience was quite clear, and 
countenance brightened, for it required rather 
more than an insignificant Mttle doubt to damp 
the spirits of the popular young Mar quis, 

A cousin of Lady Jane's was rnnning down the 
stairs when Lord Belfeather stopped him, 

“ T’'m in an awfal harry,” Mr, Ciinton reraarked, 

"So I see, bud just answers question. Weren't 
you shooting in the Andes with a man named 
Sartoris ?” 

** You, last year. I’ve gotan appointment at one 
o'clock, and {t's five minutes’ past,” golng down 
on to a lower step. 

- “Then you are too late already. What sort of 
man fs he?” 

" Beat fellow out.” 

“ Why—why does he desert his wife!"’ hesfte- 
ting in spite of his eagerners, and almost speakiag 
in a whisper. 

** Screw loss somewhere ; not his fault, I'd bet 
& thousand,” 

“Pd beta million is wasn’t hers,” with the 
eager confident faith of a young man who knows 
nobthing about the matter. 

« Ned Cdnton laughed, and made hie eecape, 
whilst Lord Belfeather, a little graver than usual, 
ed his way wpotalirs. 

On the landing he met Ralph Armitage, who 
asked him at once if he could tell him where 
Mrs. Sartoris was. 

"Gone jast this minute!” cheerfully. 

“Gone }” the sallow face flushing with irre- 
pressible vexation, “And I hbaven’b epoken a 
word to her 1” 

Are you a friend of hers?” carelessly, watch- 
Ing him from under his long lashes, and coming 
to the swift conclusion that the friendship was 
hot enough on his side at least, 

“You ; rather,” with an emphasis which left 
wide field opet for conjecture. * I had no idea ehe 
was in London. Can you tell me her address ¢” 

“J didn't ask{»,” nob thinking [t necessary to 
add, “ because I was told it beforehand,” 

With an amused smile he went on his way, 
wondering it anything on earth would have 
dragged the address out of him, when he felt sure 
that Mrs. Sartoris did not wish it to be known by 
this so-called friend, 

By-and-by he came across » man who knew 
everybody's business better than his own, and 
who told him YViolet’s story with variations, 
winding up with the prophecy that one day Sar- 
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torls would be picked up dead at the bottom of 
@ gally, and his widow would become Mrs 
Armitage, 

“ Why, she hates him?” exclaimed Lord Bel- 
feather, in angry protest, 

“ Possibly, but he will be too much for her. 
He saved her life, you see, and he's the sort of 
fellow to exact the last farthing.” 4 

“Let him try, I think some of us will be 
clever enough to prevent him,” in hot disdafn. 

* Not you, Belfeather! Don’t have anything 
to do with her, Not safe—hate a woman With a 
abory. 

“ Depends upon the story, and the woman too,” 
under his breath, ‘ Look here, I don’t mean 
any nonsense,” he sald alond, * but I know a good 
woman when I see one, and I've an idea that we 
might be friends, I think we all onght to stand 
by her, as fv’s one of as who has behaved so 
badly to her,” 

‘* Does Mrs. Sartor ia want an army 1” 

“ No, but an honest friend or two would do her 
uo harm.” 

The other man turned away with a cynical 
smalle, Ib was a novelty to see Belfeather 
enthusiastic about anything ; and haviog lived 
too long tn the world to believe fa the purity of 
human motives, he looked into the fature, and 
foresaw a ecandal, 


os 


OHAPTER XXIX, 
A STRANGE LIKENESS, 


Lapy Janz ApMITAGE never looked so well as 
ina habit, and the consciousness of looking her 
beeb generally pat her into agood temper. Bat to- 
day there were signs that her personal barometer 
was doing the reverse of rielog, as she stood on 
the bearth-rog biting the end of her huntiog-crop 
with her small white teeth. . 

Her brother no lorger lived fn the familly 
mansion in Eaton-square, but had jodginge of his 
own in Alvemarle-street, However, to-day he 
had come in early to ask his father a question, 
and had remained to write a letter in the Countess 
of Oldvhorpe’s boudolr, 

“Do you know, Ralph, I am growing uneasy }”’ 
eald Lady Jane suddenly, although she bad been 
ponderiog over the remark for some time, ‘It 
fe so very odd that nothing has been heard of Jack 
Sartoris for all these ages,” 

A splatter of Ink came down on the paper, as 
his pen fell from bis hand. ‘* How can you expect 
me to write sense if you will interrupt so?” he 
said trritably, and bent his face lower over the 
writing, as if he had suddenly become slirt- 
sighted, 

Lady Jane’e Np curled contemptaously ; but 
che sald quietly, “I will wait till you have 
finished,” 

He prolonged his letter as long as he could ; 
but knowing that her eyes were upon him he was 
obliged to direct the envelope as soon as he had 
signed his name, lest she should accuse him of 
dawdilng, and suspect a secred motive, Heaven 
help him ! He had to be on hie guard now with 
his sister, as well as with his nearest acqueintance, 
and never say the first thing that came Into his 
head, as be used to doin the days of comparative 
Innocence, 

“Well, are you ready?” she said Impa- 
tiently, 

** What fs ib?” gruffiy, wishing with all bie 
heart that he had never come Inside his mother’s 
boudoir, aud so offered himself as a prey to his 
sister's eager curiosity, 

“Don’t you think i very strange that we 
haven’t had a word from Jack Sartorle ?” 

Ralph did not look round, but began industri- 
ously pulling the feather of the quill- pen to pleces, 
as if his future security depended on the manner 
in which he denuded the stem, 

‘‘Novat all, why should we hear! We have 
nothing to do with him.” 

" Speak for yourself,” with a slight toss of her 
head ; “ever since he went away he has looked 
on me as his only friend in Eogland.” 

“ That fs putting {fo rather strong, considering 
_— he had a wife,” with an attempt ata sarcastic 
emile, 


The colour rashed into her face in an over- 


tf 





x 


powering flood. She turned away her head, as 


she sald quickly, “You know that bis wife is 

to him, What does it matter to him 
whether she Is alive or dead, when he Is ab the 
Antipodes, and she fs amusing herself in Brook- 
street, By the bye, what did she say last night t” 

“ Say—nothing !"” 

“You don’t mean to say she never spoke to 
you?” opening her eyes. 

© I was late ; [ couldn't get near her, and young 
Belfeather monopolised her.” 

“You are not such friends as you used to 
be?” watching him closely, 

No answer ; but she saw a scowl come upon his 
face—a scowl of the fiercest, darkest kind—which 
betokened a storm raging within. 

"Tt seems as if you and I were both down on 
our luck,’’ she said tentatively. ‘Jack forgets 
me, and his wife enubs you.” 

“ Nothing of the sort,” savagely ; ‘a woman 
can’t talk to everyone.” 

“' No; but she might have the politeness to give 
& word to the man who saved her life,” 

‘*Let her alone,” sullenly, 

"Ne, Ralph; jast for your sake I'll go and see 
her this afternoon. You wouldn’b have gone 
into mourning, I know, if poor Jack had died in 
that rallway accident.” 

“No, I shouldn’t have gone {nto mourning,” 
in an odd volce,as his heart throbbed at the 
thought of what endless misery he himself would 
have been spared if that first report had been 


true. 

“ Will you be a good boy, and do me a favour ?"’ 
coaxingly, as she leant over the back of his chair. 

His head bent lower as he said,— 

* Whatie it? I’m not goipg to take a leap in 
the dark,” 

* Oaly I want you to go to Gordon and Greg- 
son—his bankers, you hnow—and ask it they’ve 
heard anything from him.” 

Jape, I'm ashamed cf you!” 
sternly, as he rose from the chair, and looked 
down at her with resentful eyes, “I couldn’t 
do {t. Nothing wonld tempt me, Do you 
want the whole of London to laugh at your 
infatuation ?” 

“You hate him, so yon thiok fb dirgracefal 
for anyone, even his oldest friends, to have the 
smallest foterest in him,” her voles trembling 
with excitement, her slim figure qaivering with 
indigpation, 

His face changed, his cheeks grew livid. 

"Who says I hate him?” 

“Ido. You cannot bear his name to be men- 
tioned. I’ve seen you actually shiver with disgust 
when we've been talking of “7 

**Good heavens! what nonsense you are 
talking, Jane! I believe you can make your- 
self imagine anything. To show that ft fs all rob 
I'll go to Gordon and Gregeon this very day,” 
with an air of resolution, as he went towards the 
door. 

Lady Jane was so surprised thab she could 
ome believe her ears ; bat she told him he 
was a good boy, aud patted him on the back. 
Then as her eye fell on the writing-table she 
sald, with a little langh,— 

You are forgetting your letter, Shall I send 
it to the post with mine!” 

“JT shall forget my head next,” be sald, In a 
tone of such dejection that she looked up with 
surprise. 

It came upon her- with the effect of a shock 
that he was looking years older than he really 
was, and that his face had grown terribly thin, 
as if worn with grief or disease, 

She laid her hand upon his arm, and sald, 
kindly,— 

‘What fs ft, Ralph? Have you anything on 
your mind ¢” 

She esked the question out of a almple impulse 
of compassion, because he was going to do her a 
kindness, and her heart felt softened towards 
him. She was, therefore, startled and astonished 
beyond measure when he threw off her hand as if 
it were stinging him, and with an oath hurried 
out of the room, 

He shut the door behind him, and when he 
was on the outside he told himself that he had 
been a fool, and constrained himself to go back, 
and say, geutly,— 





**Don’t think me a brute, Jane; but fact bs 
T've been driven nearly mad with neuralgia lately, 
and the alightest word up:ets me.” 

“Why didn’s you tell me? You must have 
that prescription of Dr. Simpson’s made up.” 

“ Wouldn’t do me the least good in the world |’ 
and he hurried ont of the room again, reme mber- 
Ing to give a careless nod and a smile as he went 
out of the door, 

Lady Jane went for her usual ride in the park, 
under the escort of Colonel Forrester and his 
daughter ; but ehe did not enjoy it, though the 
morning was as bright as the winter sunshine 
could make it and she met a number of friends, 

Her brother's worn face was always before her 
eyes, do what she would to forget it. There 
muat be something In the background to produce 
such a dreadful effect in the space of a few months 
—scmething Infinitely worse than neuralgla— 
something which a doctor's prescription could 
never care | 

If ib were a question of money he would have 
come to her at once, as he had come so often 
before, when plagued by importunate creditors, 
A foreboding of evil crept over her, which took 
the ring out of her laughter, and damped the 

hotness of conversation, Ralph was 
altered, Jack Sartoris gone, and life seemed a 
very dull sort of affair to take so mach trouble 
about. 


“Did you ever see that Mr. St. John whom 
Lady Stapleton made such a fuss over?” Miss 
Forrester asked presently, as they slackened thelr 


"No, by the merest chance I always missed 
him,” sald Lady Jane, wonderluog what had put 
the question into her friend’s head, 

**] did once, as he was coming out of Holly 
Bank. His horse wae inclined to be up to mls- 
chief, and I must say he sat on him as if he was 
glued to the saddle.” 

“He was good-looking, wasn’t he! ” 

“You would thiok so,” with a mischievous 
glance, quite thrown away upon Lady Jane, as 
her horse swerved to the left at the moment. 
“ He was the exact image of that Mr. Sartorls 
whom we met at your house in the summer, 
Don’t you remember, he was running downstairs 
as we came up?” 

Lady Jane did remember. Jack had fled as ff 
the ap visitors had the small-pox, and 
in his hurry to avoid them had rushed into Mrs. 
Forrester’s arms. How she laughed at him 
afterwards ! 

“Nonsense, you must have imagined it. 
Nobody ever told me so before.” 

“You know that Mr. Sartoris’s moustaches 
were the nicest in the world? Well, Mr, 8». 
John’s were just the same.” 

“You mnuet have stared him out of coun: 
tenance |" 

“always use my eyes when there is some- 
thing good to look at. Good-morning,” to o 
felend who rode up to her side, "We though: 
you had started for Burmah |” 

Tae conversation changed, but Lady Jane kept 
the substance of {tin ker mind. If the likeness 
was so very striking, ib was.odd that Lady S:eple- 
ton had never mentioned. tt | 





OHAPTER XXX, 
“you PROMISED ON YOUR HONOUR)” 


“Taos? to me, Mrs. Sartorle, and on my word 
of honour you shan’t fall,” sald Lord Belfeather, 
taking summary possession of two little hands, 
and looking down {nto her face with the happiest 
alr of appropriation, 

They were standing together on the edge of 
a frezen lake in the grounds of the Duke of 
Kensington’s fayourlte country-houre, nov very 
far from London. The Jarge family estate was 
in the North, and therefore ab too great a dis 
tance for only a stay of a day and a night. 

The Dachess had carried off Violet almost at ® 
moment's notice, because she had taken a fancy 
to her pretty face, and was sorry for her desolate 
position, She meant to show the world that ib 
was ‘' the correct thing” to know Mre. Sartorls ; 
go she took her by the hand metaphorically, a» 
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her sop Was dofog literally, and with such willing 
devotion amongst the throng of skaters at a few 
yards from the bank. 

It was an animated icene, Besides the home 
party staying at ‘The Willows,” there was a 
large contingent of visitors from the nelghbour- 
hood, and & ms of the ladies’ bright dresees gave 
a pic ucesque tore to the crowd. Toere was a 
tent on the bank, where there was an open epace 
amongst the flowerlees rhododendrons, and in 
frond of the tent a large fire of coke in a cresset, 
round which there was generally a group com- 
posed of the Dachees and ber particular friends. 

Hills wooded to the water’s edge enclosed the 
lake at the eastern end; the grey stone house 
with castellated towers and deep orfel windows 
stood om the northern side facing a gracefal 
group of willows, which gave the place ite name, 
on the southern. Io looked the picture of an 
Eoglish heme, with grace, comfort and beauty 
c: mbined, to make a perfect whole, and it was to 
be Lord Belfeather’s as soon as he chose to take 
unto bimeelf a wife. Many bright eyes followed 
the young Marquis as he fitted paet old friends 
and new, utterly absorbed by the fascination of 
a pale sweet face, with a strangely wistful emile 
—2s face that seemed-to raise him out of the 
prosaic life of everyday Into a higher sphere ; 
where chival:y was no longer a dream, and men 
were ruled by something nobler than thelr own 
ignoble desires. He could not tear himself away, 
though he began to feel that reproachful glances 
were thrown at him as he passed, and unkind re- 
marks were being made behind his back. 

“Tf you would only tell me of anything that 
I could do for you,” he sald softly, as he unwil- 
lingly let go of ber hands, whilst they were 
standing still to recover breath in a sheltered 
nook, where the withered ferns on the bank were 
traced out fn the most delicate frost-work. ‘‘ It’s 
no humbug, Mrs, Sartorle, To have a real honest 
‘thank you’ from you would make me the 
happiest fellow alive.” 

“You are very kind |'’ with s emile, followed 


by a sigh. 

“You haven’t answered me, Can’d I read it 
in your face | There is somethivg you are wishing 
for, and I would give all I have in the world to 
know what it was.” 

“Tt wouldn’s interest you. It concerns myself, 
No one ele,” 

“No one else! That's impossible,” with a 
short laugh, as if balf amused at the depth of 
his own feeling, and haif ashamed of ib as 
well, “Do you know thatI can’t get to sleep 
at night for thinking of ft, and I’ve always slept 
like atop? Do you know that it takes such a 
hold of me, that often when I’m with fellows I 
make quite an ass of myself, and answer all 
wrong?” 

** And you couldn't guess ?’’ bitterly. 

"I made a hundred guesses. Shall I tell you 
one?” lowering his voice, 


She bent her bead, till half her face was hidden 


in her boa of eable-talls, 

“That you are married to a man not worthy 
of you!” i 

“* Wrong, a thousand times wrong |” indlg- 


nantly, 

The colour rushed into Belfeather’s face. He 
was almost afraid to try agair, and yet he was 
drawn on by a feverish eagerness which he strove 
in vain to resist. Whilet he was hesitating, she 
raised her head, and a lovely. flash crept over the 
ml pol ved of soclety, of 

“Inthe present depraved state a 
course you could not imagine that a wife might 
wand her husband,” she sald, almost angrily, 

* Toen why are you alone /” he sald, 
lessly, only or gps if he were the lucky 
ae he would never have left her 

es ; 

ae volce was very low as she answered, 
Ba y— 

“Because in this life the thing you most wish 
for Is always furthee? off.” ‘ 

‘Ab! it I were Sartoris!”’—he stopped and 
bib his moustaches, P r 

“You maight have made the same mistake,” 

* I don's know what the mistake was,” look- 


fog down, almost defiantly, Into her eyes; “ but 
I could stake my head I would have stuck to you 


joyfully, as he bent his head and 





—yer, stuck to you throvgh everything—and 
never left you like this ”—Iinfinite compassion in 
his volce—"‘ to fight the world alone,” 

Then there was ellence between them, Whilst 
he looked across the shimmering ice to where 
there wasa gathering glow In the west, his face 
flashed with a boyish enthusiasm, his heart 
beating with a strange excitement, 

“Shall I tell him that you wanthim? He 
can’t know it?” he asked, after a long pause, 

“No, Bat ityou want to do me a service 
——” She hesitated. 

‘Ido. I swear I do,” 

‘* If ever you meet him—asupposing I am dead 
and cut of the way—tell him thatit wae a mistake 
from the begioning ; it was pride, and nothing 
else, that ted us. I—I never cared ’’—a 
crimson blush overs ber face, Was it that 
a thought of Mr. St. John darted across her 
mind, or a eudden doubt lest she had gone too 
far? She stopped abraptly. 

A winning omile epread over the Marquie’s 
face as he took her bands in his, preparatory to 
a fresh start. 

“T will tell him that—not when it Is too late 
for either of you—but while there is time for 
you both to be as happy as posible. Oaly let 
me find him, and 1’)] tell bim at once,” 

"You are my best frien?,” she eald, looking 
up at him with a glow of gratitude in her large 
eyes, her heart swelling wih new hope, though 
she told herself ib was folly. 

"That le better than a Victoria Crose,” be said 
— he hiesed her 
bands, deferentially, his young heart golog out 
to her on a wave of compassion, as he thought of 
her longing for a man who never came, and 
wondered if Sartoris were mad ! 

“You are too tired,” he eald, as they started, 
and he felt she wavered uncertainly. “ Tell you 
what, I'll fetch one of those small sleighs, aud 
take you back without any exertion on your part. 
Wait for a minute on this stump.” 

He led her back moat carefully to the bank, 
deposited her on the ivied roots of what had once 
been a gigantic oak, then hurried away as fast as 

could, in order not to keep her waiting, 
branches of a willow cut her off 


F 
z 


alg crowd, and 

from all the glory of thé western sky, A great 
loom came over her fn she allence and solitude, 

began ‘o wish that she had persevered, 
allowed herself to be left there all alone, 
As the shadows deepened a vague feeling of fear 


saw ib was Ralph 


eyes all on fire. 

"You are always out when Icall! You avoided 
me at the Dachess’s dance, but at last I have my 
chance. Mrs. Sartorls, have you forgotten }"’ 

"I don’s know to what you allude!” looking 
away from him across the cold, grey ice. “ Did 
you see Lord Belfeather anywhere! He promised 
to fetch me fn a sleigh.” 

** J did see Lord Belfeather, and I blessed the 
old woman who hooked herself on to h'm, and so 
prevented him from coming back, Have you for- 
gotten your promise? I have thought of nothing 
else, night and day.” 

"What er” 

"You know.very well, You made it when the 
storm was atite worst, and you thought death 
might “be near us, A promise like shat fs never 


forgovten, 

‘* Bat I have been fli,” a troubled look coming 
over her face; “you can’s expect me to re- 
member,” 
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QUICELY CORRECT ALL IRREGULARITIES, REMOVE ALL 
OBSTRUCTIONS, and relieve the distressing symptoms so 
with the sez, Boxes,1/1} & 2/9 (contains three 
times the quantity), of all Chemists. Sentanywhere 
on receipt of 15 or 84 stamps, by E. T. TOWLE & Co., 
Manofacturers, Dryden 8t., Nottingham. 
Reware of Imitations, injurious and worth'ess a 








HAVE YOU TRIED 
KEATING'S LOZENGES 
FOR YOUR COUGH ? 


AXY DOCTOR WILL TELL you “there is 
no better Cough Medicine.”"—One gi vos 
relief: if you suffer from conch try ther 
but.once they will cure, aod they will 
not injure your health; an increasingsale 
of over 8 years isa certain test ther 
value. Sold in 18)d. tins. 
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; WIDOW WELCH'S 
@ FEMALE PILLS. 





Awarded Certificate of Merit for the cure 

Anemia, and all Female Complaints. They have the appro 

the Medical Profession. Eeware of Imit@tions. The only genuine 
and original are in White Paper Wrappers. Boxes, is. 1 and 
%s, 94., of all Chemists. 95. 9d. box contains three times the pills, 
0 Wy. post, 14 or 34 stamps, by the makers, 0. and G. EEALSLEY, 
17, North Street. Westminster. Sold in the Colonies, 









“No shape but this can please your 
dainty eye."—Shakespeare, 
EXQUISITE MODELS. 

ERFECT FIT. 


GUARANTEED WEAR. 


rice, 
Made in White, Black, and 
allthe Fashionable Colours and 
Shades in Italian Cloth, Satin, 
and Coutil 


m4/1l, 5/ll, 6/11, 7/ti 
yy per pair and upwards. 
Bola by the principal Drape: 
A. Ladies’ Ou' tomate 








“Tknow you haven’t forgotten,” his voice 
throbbing with passion, ‘ You couidn’s forget 1s 
if you trieé; bat if your memory fs bad I can 
remind you,” leaning forward. “It was aboud 
St. John, you know,” he could not beip acatch in 
his breath as the name of the murdered man 
passed his lips, ‘' You promised that If I saw 
him, and if he refused fo come back, you would 
be my wile.” 

She shravk back from him, her eyes wide open, 
an expreseion of horror on her part-d lips. 

"IT never did—impossible!” Oh, where was 
Lord Belfeather } She wished to Heaven he would 
come, The allence seemed to deepen in the 
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momentery pause, and not a sound came from 
elther far or near, 

“You did—I swear {b!” a gleam of triumph 
in his eyes. “It you were free, you promised on 
your honour.” 

"You must bé mad. Do you forget that I 
have a busband! I was half oe myself that 
night, but not crazed h for that.” 

“Tne report had come that he was 

“ And you traded on [t at once!”: 

“JT had been panting for your freedom, and 
when {t came neither heaven vor hell could have 
kept me silent.” 

‘Thank Heaven, it bas not come,” starting to 
her feet, ‘and I have still a husband living to 
protect me from pursuls,” 

“Bat if he no matter where or how, 
remember, you belong to me,” his volce harsh as 
oe Never. ever!” in great agitation. 

ever —1 

At that moment Lord Belfeather whisked 

round the corner, and placed a dainty llttle 


sleigh before her. 
In her eagerness to get into it she nearly 
oes bat he caught her in his arms, and saved 


“Oh! why didn’t you come before?” she 
sald, in a tone of such regred that he cast a sharp 
glance at Armitage, whom he did not recognise 


in the shadow, 
“Hes anyone annoyed you!” he ‘asked, 
“T couldn't get here bofore—I flew as 
goon as I was free,” 
Take me away, that’s all,” she sald, har- 


tledly, and be obeyed ; bat when they were far | Picturing 


ce the corner, and within'a short distance of 
the group round the fire, he bent over her, and 
said, fn a low but eager volce,— 

“ Who was that fellow! Tell me, and I'll go 
and have it outs with him!” 

“No, let him be; only if he dines here to- 
nighs I will keep to my room,” her voice still 
trembling. 

“Theo he won’t put his foot inside the house ; 
that I can promfes you. Ib was Armitage, 
wasn't it? He must have come with the De la 
Tours, but I take my oath he shan’t come 
again |” 


(Tobe continued.) 








FACETIA. 


Finst Poor Man (born poor): ‘* Is takes money 
to make money.” Second Poor Man (born rich) : 
** Yes, and is takes money to lose money,” 

Ferenn ; ‘' Doss your town boast of a football 
team!” Saburbanite: *'No; we used to boast 
of one, but we have to apologise for it now,” 

“Auy: “A man should always walt fora lady 
#0 sit down before seating himself,” Charley; 
* Valers there is only one chair in the room,” 

Cugistmas comes but once a year,” observed 
Mrs, Cameo, ‘I think that the country’ @ finan- 
“ salvation Iles in that happy fact,” replied Mr. 

amo, 


“Must I tell you once more to stop that 
noise ?'’ aaked the mother. ‘SI’d jast as llef you 
wouldn't, mother,” replied the supernaturally 
bright boy. 

Tenant: ‘I thiok, slr, something ought to be 
done so my cellar, It’s constantly fall of water.” 
Landlord: “ At a pound a week rent, would you 
expect it to be fall of champagne 1” 

' 7s that performer famillar with your music ?” 
was asked of a composer ab the concert, ‘‘ He 
must be,” replied the composer, who was writh- 
ing ; “' he takes such liberties with {t,” 

Lirrte Horrenss (proudly): “My aunt, over 
fu Eogiand, bas armorlal bearings.” Livtle 
Robert: “Hah! I don’t care. My uncle down 
in Indiana has a chicken with three. legs!” 

"Way should bhey tell us there fs a Santa 
Claus if there len’s}” asked the amiable boy; 
“That's easy enough,” answered the. urchin. 
" Parents want somebody to lay the blame on to 
if you don’ get the kind of presents you want,” 


"wi 


‘ 





“Here, young man,” sald the old lady, with 
fire in her eye; ‘I've brung back this ther- 
mometer you sold me.” “ What's the matter 
with nr” asked the . “Tb ain’t re- 
Hable, One time ye look at {t it says one thing, 
and the next time {t says another.” 


Toozer: **Do you know, I'm quite a believer 
{in Nps ss ge we have all lived before in some 
oe Locger (who has jast pafd for the 
ointh ): “Ah, likely.” Toozer : 
“Wonder what I was in my former life!” 
Looser: ‘*Danno, Sponge, probably.” 


“A port has sald that there are songs in the 
” remarked the young man who carries a 
music-roll, ‘* Yes,” 
“the trouble Is that so many people refuse to 
eye arama tas santas dragging 'em 


arts Goins: “This here spot Is known &s 
‘Lovers’ Leap.” The Falr Tourist (estounded) : 
“ What an unpictaresque spot! Why in the 
world did you give ft such a romantic name!” 
“"Csase yer can’t elt here five minutes before s 
caterpillar drops down yer neck |” 

Kerzican: “Do gez believe in dhrames, 
"Ol do.” “ Phat’s {t asolgn 
dhrames he’s a bachelor 
ie wil! teh bo oto on a 

ven to mate & grea 
disappolatment— when he wakes.” 

Ayary M.P.: “Look here! I've half a mind 
to sue you for libel | What do you mean by 
me as you have!” | Cartoonist: “ Bat 
the pleture looks like you.” MPL: “I 
I know ft does! Bat do I look 
like # man who likes to look like himself }"’ 

See: “You are always talking about the 
fashions. Now, honestly, do you think you would 
know the latest age Ba hate if you “aa 


enter & age : ' Certain! 
“By oh at the 
“Discuarare the « 


o How!" Hs (reetaliy) 
tage manager!” shouted 
the theatre proprietor. “What has he done!” 
“He hae disregarded the firat principles of his 
po He bas en the low comedian to 
pear without a red wig, and let the a 

who lays, the banker come on without side 


‘*Rememper, my boy,” sald Uncle James, as 
haaaenibeinen oo iia if you take care of 
nds will care of them- 
ed a little a it 


Lawrsr: * You say you made an examination 
of the premises, What did you find!” Witness : 
*'Ob, nothing of conseqaence—a ‘beggarly ac- 
count of empty boxes,’ as Skakespeare says,” 
Lawyer: “Never mind what Shakespeare said, 
He will be summoned to testify for himself, if he 
knows anything about the case.” 

Aoxgrs ; “ Well, how am I to-day, doctor?” 
Dr, Healey : “You are doing very well; very 
well indeed. You may sit up for awhile to-day,” 
Ackera: “Thank you, doctor; that fs good 
news, By the way, may I ingatre what your 
bill is!” Dr, Healey: “‘ Presentiy, presently | 
You are not so strong as you think,” 

Jonzs : “What a lacky fellow you are, Brown! 
You always seem to catch your train with such 
ease, You never rush up at the lash moment 
like most of as.” Brown: * You're making a 
mistake, my dear Zellow. My misfortune is 
really worse. I never catch my proper train. 
You always see me walting patiently for the 
next,” 

Mrs CoMmpack was bemoaning the loss of a 
beautifal little sflk parse, which had recently 
been presented to her by a friend, ‘*T tell you, 
Algernon,” she walled piteonsly, ‘it was the 
dearest little thing [ ever saw. ig gon beauty 
—a regular litvle jewel—In poor Toa was & poem 
in Iteelf, and, although it con! only a few 
stamps-——"” ‘* Never mind, my dear,” eald Mr, 
Comeback {n @ reassuring tone; “if it was a 


poem. and was accompanied by iby tam ib will | 


doubtless be returned in dae time, 





“Caantes,” sald Mrs. Spendall, “*I saw a 
beautiful costame at Bisarre’s to-day, and I 
should like {t ever so much!” “And I should 
like you to have it,” replied Charles. “Bat 
really, Clara, I haven’b the money to 
Men el a ypc tase Wehdee tee tues 

I saw a brand-new cheque-book In your desk only 
yesterday, and not one of the cheques had been 


At an evening party Damley was fntroduced 
to a ag lady, and, after a remark about the 
pip wa eald, gallantly ; And have I really 


of meeting the beautiful Miss 
Sat '” “Oh, no, Mr, Dumiley!” the lady 
replied. “The beautifal Miss Smith to whom 


= ‘ou refer is a cousin of mine,” “Ob, that’s It | 
ell, I thought there must be a mistake nome 
where,” said gallant Damley, 

A rouna subaltern In a smart regiment, who 
had no mesns but hie pay, and had, therefore, to 
content himself with small quarters, was one day 
called upon bya brother cflicer. “ Hallo, oid 
man?" sald he, looking round his apartment, 
“how long. have you been in this diminutive 
nutshell ? “My dear fellow,” replied the 
other, *' Tam sorry to say not quite long enough 
to become a kernel 3# 


Baroness: “Olara, bring me those dozen 
La handkerchiefs on vee Ae you to 
mark my Bn mp ady’s Mat Here 
they ‘are, m Baroness: “Bat how Is 
this! You haven't marked all of flag 
monogram.” Lady’s Mald: “ wget Lm 
lady. I marked one with your monogram, and 
I have marked all the others with the word 
* ditto,’” 


FaRMER GREENE: “So the teacher sald you 
were a chip of the old block, eh? Tae impudent 
virago! What had you been doing!” Bobby 
Seones “ Why, I had been standing at the head 
of my class everything, Father 
Greene: “ Jast as I thought, my boy! Miss 
Jones is a most estimable and young 
lady, and I shal] recommend her to the trustees 
for a raise of salary.” 


"I suPPosk you read my poem,” sald he, “I 
read the first line,” answered Miss Cayenne, " It 
set me thinking s0 deeply that I couldn't go on. 
I know it by hieart—' Toe sun was sebdting In the 
weat,’” ‘Bat that-isn't the best thing fo the 
poem.” “Perhaps not; but it ts absorbingly 
mysterious. ‘ I have been anxious to meet you 
and Inquire whether you ever knew of a case 
where the sun set fn the north, east or south,” 


'' Yes,” remarked the hospital physician to his 
wife that evening, “it was « h case, The 
man was perfectly unrecognisable, and there was 
not the alightest clue to his identification, All 
we could tell was that he was a married man.” 
“ How could you tell that?’ she asked. ‘He 
had no buttons on his shirt, and his braces were 
mended with a safety-pin.”. Whereupon she 
immediately found the ‘A EC” and went by 
the next train to ‘’ mother.” 


“He asked me to him.” “And you 
accepted him!’ “No, Idiot that I was, I 
asked for time,” “And what did he say!” 
“He wald he'd give mea year.” “Ah! And 
what did you say?” "TI saw my mistake, I 
sald two days would be plenty. Bat he wouldn't 
hear lt, He sald no woman could make ap her 
mind in euch a short time. He really inaisted 
on my taking six months, We finally com- 
promised on thirsy days.” “Aud then 1" “He 
married that putty-faced Bimberling girl the 
very next week.” 


Finst Man: "Pardon me,+ir, but I think you 
are carrying my umbrella. I could swear to that 
ivory handle anywhere, If I had nob recognised 
fd instantly, I should not have presumed to stop 
you, That carving was done-—-” Second Man: 
“Spare me the details, please! It is altogether 
gramhie that this fs your property, I have no 
particular claim apon it.” ‘'Then how did it 
come to be fn your sion?” ‘'* 16 was loft 
in my hall last night by a burglar who got sway 
with most of the family silver,’ *I—I guess 





peas was a sizo larger than that, over 
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S Manaxner ov Conxavaur ts the 


childreo; She-was eighteen this month, 
one of the most charmi 
stand 
last autumn her engagement to the Czarewitch, 


the Tear of Russia's only brother, was widely 
rumoured on the Continent. Although Princess 


and accomplished of 








~ STATISTICS. 


Great Brita’ brews £69,000,000 worth of 
beer a year, 

Tue oak will nob grow at s higher altitude than 
| 3,500 feed, nor the fir above 6,700. 

Evnorr ifés on an average 1,000 ft, above the 
toa; Afrien,°2,020; and Asia, 3,160. 

Ix England is one M.P. to every 9,100 
electcrs ; in > 1 to 8,000; In Ireland, 
107,400, 4, 

Tue Caspian Sem has only 11 ibe, of salt to the 
ton of water; the Engilsh Channe! has 72, and 
the Deai Sea 187, 





GEMS, 


“make himself as he teaches 
who is well subdued moy 
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He 
two things fn which we should 
train ourselves—to be slow in taking 
and to be alower in giving it, 
how a conviction tends to become 
g by reason of the fact that It is 
weoms to possess the power of 
out shoots and become rooted ia 
ultimately to yield ite frit. In- 
for those rare natures that have the 
the instant of coming to the firmest 
element of time is an important 
strength of our convictions, 
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HOUSEHOLD TREASURER. 


Cream Paxcarkts.—Take a pintof cream, boil 
{b, and let {t stand til cold ; take five eggs, 
one spoontal of flour, and the grated rind of a 
Miz all ; fry them as thin as 
le, bat do not burn them, Sift sugar 

each pancake, and Isy them one on the 
top of the other. 

Potato Cuensz Caxes—For these you need 
a bit of paste, 6uz. of potato, 2 «z. butter, 4 cz. 
sugat, 402. cufrants, 1 cz. candied pee), one egg 
as pinch of salt. Six ounces of potatoes ; 
boiled nicely you will find it will 
bat {t fs better to weigh them ; 
with a fork. The potatoes 

and steamed. 
and mix it, then the 
d the peel cut up in 
stir fn the egg, well 
paste, jast the same 
Roll {t ous quite thin, 
tter or top of a tumbler. 
-pans and fill in the paste 
the mixture on to fill the pan, 
up. Pat it in the oven to bake 
Fa These cakes are good, 
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-~T wo ounces of butter In a 
ounces of flour, which has 
tieved, soe ped Map of 
together into what is called 
1; then add to {t one tea- 
a jar of preserved ginger. 
l over the fire; then add 
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io lightly with a 
steam gently for one 
first ten or twelve 
uncover the saucepan, 
with gioger syrup poured 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 


ee 


Rice has been successfully grown near Windaor, 


NEWSPAPER advertisements made their earlieat 
appearance in 1652, 


ENGLAND'S first tramway was made fn 1860, 
at Birkenhead, by George Francis Traln 


On Obristmsas Day in Amorica shops are 
usually open for two hours In the morning. 


Tae Danube Navigation Company carries 
1,300,000 passengers & year—a world’s record. 

Lonpon people spend on an average 7s. 8 year 
in thestre-tickete, 

Comic pantomime masks were brought to 
England from Italy in 1702, 

An onnce of gold was worth 15 ounces of sliver 
in the year 1880, It would buy 21 ouncer In 
1900, 

In 1870, 80 words’ a minute was the record 
over cur telegraph-wire; 600 are easily sent 
to-day. 

Tae postal revenues of Great Britain, Ger- 
many, and of the United States all vary bet ween 
£11,000 000 and £12,900 000, 

THE fired catalogue of stars was published fn 
1590 by Tycho Brahe, It contained 777 fixed 
stare, The number now visible to the naked eye 
fn Eogland fe 6,100. 

Ir every man capable of besarlog arme were 
put Into the field, Britain's Army would be 
9.900000, sgainmet 11000900 Frenchmen or 
12,500,000 Germans, 

Tue fature movements of the Tear are some- 
what uncertain, for the report that he would 
visit Sicily or Corfa has now been contradicted 
and it is semi-offictally stated that his Msjesty 
will remain in Raeala. 

A MOVEMENT has been started in France which 
has for iss purpose the prerervation, or, rather, 
the cultivation of the kangaroo, which has been 
rapidigy proceeding towards extermination. Dr, 
Brisson, a French surgeon, says that there Ie 
likely soon to be an exceptional demand for the 
animals in consequence of the euccees attending 
the use of the kavgaroo tendon In the hospitais. 
It has been employed fn scores of instances to 
tle up the fractured bones of a man’s leg, in order 
that he may use his knees while the bones are 
knitting together. Kangaroo tendon, he ssys, fs 
asetrong as allver wire, It fs taken from the 
tall, and being anfmal in {ts nature fs absorbed, 
and the leg does not have to be cut open, as Is 
necessary when silver wire {fs used. 

Amos? all popular symbols of “luck” date 
back to somes laughable event or custom in the 
mystic East, The notion with regard to the 
horse-shoe is sometimes supposed to be traceable 
to popular admiration for the famous mare on 
which Mahomet always rode ; but as Arab horses 
in the devert—that Is to say, practically In a 
state of Nature—are never shod, there ls some 
uncertainty aboutit. Far more likely is it that 
the horse-shoe suggests as crescent, which 
was part of the fosiguia of Astarte, or Ashtoroth, 
the moon-goddess, and to this very day the sym- 
bol of the Ottoman Empire, The superstition 
that ft Is unlucky to see the moon over the left 
shoulder, but so lucky to see It over the right 
shoulder, fs the relic of an Invocation, or perhaps 
a genaflection, practised by the moon-worebippers 
thousands of years ago, Hardly anyone, uniess 
it be a gardener, ever thinks of killing a spider. 
We shake them off, but rarely take their lives, 
especially In the case of a small one, called a 
money-spinner. It fs supposed that the indi- 
vidaal on whose dress or person the little creature 
fe seen will speedily have an abundance of coln, 
An old rhyme says,—" Who kille a spider, bad 
lack is beside her.” This fs probably of Arablan 
origin. Mahomet, pursued by his enemies, one 
day took refage in a cave, and no sooner was he | 
hidden than a splder proceeded to spin a web 
over its mouth. His foes paseed by the entrance 
to thar cavern, observing to cne another that 
nobody had recently gone in, or the web would 
have been broken, Consequently, all true 
believers venerate the spider. 
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NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


farrz.—You can do exactly as you like. 

D. A. G.—You must give quarter's notice. 

E. C.—France is the second great naval Power, 

C, P.—We do not advise on questions of this kind. 

L. G.—The name ts locally pronounced Kirkcoobrie. 

H. B.—TIt is sgainst our rule to give trade addresses. 
ok G.—You can be either ; it reste entirely with your- 


L. B. B.—Write to the publisher enclosing postage 
stam pa. 


Ovaicvus —Hanging up the stocking ie a Scandanavian 
oustom. 


Oxp Reaper.—You must have your name legibly 
painted on ft, 


L L--No stamp of any kind is necessary upon a will 
to make it legal. . 


Joz.—A man can have a vote as tenant or as lodger, 
bit not as sub-tenant. 


Reoviar Reaper.—The husband is responsibie for 
his wife’s maintenance. 


Ec.a.—Boil the milk ; do not throw it away, then it 
can be used with saloty. 


Powzizp.—A blind ditch fs a ditch without water, 
and chocked with weeds. 


Eun.y.—We can only suggest it should be well-dried, 
then beaten and brushed. 


Axxiovs.—It is doubtful if she would succeéd ff you 
ean produce such evidence, 

Posrrivn —There was an attempt to form such « 
society, but it fell through. 

Eprrn.—Itf ascrubbing-brushes are stood on end to dry 
they will last much longer. 

A C-—-There is nothing to provent a son being 
apprenticed to his own father. 

8. §.—You are entitled to a month's wages from the 
time of the notioe, if accepted. 

Igrerestep,--The Queen ba: power to declare war 
without consulting Parliament. } 

K. B.—The son gets two-thirds of the money ; the 
remaining third is your portion. 

L. A.—Oall at a shipping office and ask advice, or 
consult your clergyman or miniater. 

Arxtovs.—A father cannot legally be made to pay 
price of window broken by his chiid. 

Hrany,—Embroidery should always be ironed on 
the wrong side to bring out the design. 

Inpiawant.—Whoever you got it from would be the 
proper person to rectify what is wrong. 

Vern.—The C I V.'s were made freemen of the City of 
London before they left for South Africa. 

I. 8.—These cases are regulated altogether by the 
rules of the society, not by the statute law. . 


A. L. —We cannot judge of the rights of the matter |” 


from the mesgre information which you give. 


A. P.—You should have stipulated thet the rent was 
not to commence until the house was habitable. 


Awxious Mornmen.—Unless the mischief was done 
wilfally or recklessly the boy would not be liabie. 

©. G.—Cavalrymen cannot be transferred to {nfantry 
regiment except under exceptional circumstances, 


Jeserx.—Oatmeal taken both as food and cosmetic is 
most excellent for whitening and softening the skin. 


Haroitv.—The estate should be distributed six 
eee Ee Se difficulty in arranging 
es. 


Caau.—The rite must be lormed before the 
= can be admitted to membership of the 


A. B.—If the promise was made in Eogland it is 
—_— whether any action could jbe taken as you 
sugge 


Antiz. — He fs the bridegroom’s right-hand man 
tbronghont, pays the fees and superintends all the 
arrangements, 

8. B.—Quatte impossible to find your friend without 
first knowing the name under which he is entered upon 
the ship's books, 


Sammy.—We cannot very well decide who should 
yield to the other in a quarrel without knowing what 
the quarrel fa about. 


Ispraxanr.—If you have proof that he promised to 
marry you, made to friends or acquaintances, you raight 
have cause for action. 


Auy.—When the mud ts thoroughly dry brush the 
loose particles away, and remove the stains that remain 
by rubbing with a raw potato. 


Jim.—Write to managers stating what you can do; 
the application may reach one of them when he is on 
the look-out for a likely hand. 


MiscraBik.—The parish will not move 
children go tnt» the house; they have 
against the man for your maintenance. 


L. D:—A man’s whole 
arrested 
gets six wecks in jail that extinguishes the debt. 


G. Although you 
moust, in the absence of any 
contcsry, give six months’ notice to q 


washed clean 
broth pot when the water is . 
ALBERTO.—It fs more a distinction than 


G. B. B.—The custom, is for the wife's sister, when 
bridesmaid 


L. W.—It is not necessary 


Transvaal 
really no room for working men 


with troubles, with dangers you cope, 


Oh, do not despond, neither faint in tle race, 
Ft ven portions to all of mankind ! 
labour and plan for the best in your case, 


Red with smiling face, 
Bo light-hearted and wanquil in mind. 
If harassed by debt, do not loiter round so! 
long smile. 
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Jan. 19, 1901. 
Evre.—As you have no housework to do, it to 
bes matter to keep your hands 
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trations stnoe then : you find a fall record of them 
with thetr dates tn ‘‘ Whitaker's Almanack,” which can 
be seen at our office if necessary. 

BE. fo 9 say series guemecting stenge & 
sacrifice one’s happiness to one imagines to be 
one’s » In thep ‘t circumsta you do not 
sppear have good for the assumption that 
en on - By pete RL ee 
Manod dln ches'tuh eoucetes ootiaee tae indig- 
nation. You might at least write to his friends and 
ascertain if they have any news of him, and if they are 
as much in the dark as we should be inelined to 
Chink that here sotatng wrong, tet pba 

map .is 1 and to ict you of his 

Tas Lompon Reaper can be sent to any part of the 
Sear ear mattoneee The vex or , 
pe ey gn. Tae oerly wu Part, & 
Right Shillings 2nd Mighbpence, frost-free 

Am Bace Pamts end Votumes are ib 
gulk cn unas ho tod Xd cog, Bookeatlane. 
pan bee Righipense, Also Vol] Sous ts 
dloth, 4s, 64. i 
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275 Gold Medals and Diplomas. 
Ase speouty FOR, “FRY’S PURE CONCENTRATED.” 
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F. CHARLES REIN & SON,}- 


Sole Inventors and Makers of the World~ Renowned 


AURAL INSTRUMENTS. 


Nin ine wivewe Medals. 





TO BE HAD ONLY AT THE 


PARADISE FOR THE DEAF, 
108 & 108a, Strand, London, — ? 


ass ar 42 PRHSTON STREET, BRIGHTON. 


a Bottles — | 
eS Sold 
et Everywhere. | 
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< 
f The Cure for Skin Diseases, Eruptions, 
ei, Blotches, Eczema, Acne, Disfigure- / 
ru ments. Makes the Skin Clear, Smooth < 
am Supple, Healthy. a 
ay ‘i 
f 2s. 6d. On, 
SOLD EVERYWHERE. ie 
4 ! QUININE AND IRON. 


= 


Promotes Appetite, Cures Dyspepsia, 
Hysteria, Nervous Complaints, &c. 


“e* 


i at GREAT BODILY STRENGTH! 
Fak GREAT NERVE STRENGTH! e ar or » 
ibe GEERT MENTAL STRENGTH | ‘ 

it GREAT DIGESTIVE STRENGTH | 
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| LON DON: 
Y PUBLISHED AT THE OFFICE, 26, CATHERINE 


AND OF ALL BOOKSELLERS. 
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Jess, Perfect, 





2/6, 3/6, &)- & 10/6 (PRIVATELY ‘PAOKED). 
J. BRODIE, 4] ehigrny STREET, | ONDON 
Established 1868, Once Tried, Always Used. 
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Quickly correct all] 
irregularities, 
relieve the distressing 
symptoms so va~ 
lent with the . . 
Boxes 1s, 1}d. & 2s. 9d. (the 
latter contains three times 


the quantity)of all Chemists. 
Sent anywhere on receipt of 


ah e\ Pills 


ZAMARE TIE on Stroct, Nottingham. 
Beware of een lo injurious & worthless ! 











FOR VACANT POSITIONS on this COVER 


ppiy— 
ADVERTISEMENT MANAGER, 
26, Catherine Street, Strand, London, W.6, 
















PILL. 


Keep your eye on the pill, draw the ficttire gently towards you in a line with your 


face until the pill pears in the monk's mouth, 


THE BEST FAMILY MEDICINE. 

THE BEST LIVBR PILL. 

THE BEST CURE FOR INDIGESTION. 
BEST PREVENTIVE OF SEA SICKNESS. 


7id., 1/12, and 2 2/9, of all Chemists. 
Pree by Post im the United Kiagdom for 8, 14, or 33 Stampa. 
G. WHELPTON & SON, 
3, CRANE COURT, FLEET STREET, LONDON,%:. Cc. 








Monkey 





“Mr. Kruger’s Ultimatum is an 
Unpolished Document.”— 
Vide ‘Datly Press. 


LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED, 





Brand 


MAKES TIN LIKE SILVER. 
COPPER LIKE GOLD.. 
WINDOWS LIKE CRYSTAL. 
BRASSWARE LIKE MIRRORS. 
CROCKERY LIKE MARBLE. 
PAINT LIKE 


THE WORLD'S MOST RAPID CLEANSER 
AND POLISHER. 


WILL DO A DAY'S WORK IN AN HOUR. 


NEW. 


Won't Wash = Clothes. 


PORT SUNLIGHT, CHESHIRE. 
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